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BILL  CURRIN,  Like  Most  of  the 
Other  Independent  Tobacco 
Experts,  Smokes  Luckies 

Air.  Smoker:  You  say  most  of  these 
tobacco  experts  smoke  Luckies? 

Air.  Lucky  Strike:  Yes,  2 to  1 over 
all  other  brands  combined.  Sworn  rec- 
ords prove  it. 

Air.  Smoker:  How  many  of  these  ex- 
perts work  for  you? 

Air.  L.  S.:  Not  one!  They’re  all  inde- 
pendent tobacco  men.  Auctioneers, 
buyers,  warehousemen. 

Air.  Smoker:  Are  these  men  the  best 
judges  of  tobacco? 

Air.  L.  S.:  You  bet  they  are!  Just  for 
example,  there’s  Bill  Currin.  He’s  been 
an  auctioneer  for  16  years,  and  has 
sold  millions  of  pounds  of  tobacco. 
Air.  Smoker:  And  Currin  smokes 
Luckies? 

Air.  L.  S.:  Yes — and  has  for  15  years. 
Not  only  for  their  fine  tobacco,  but 
because  of  the  "Toasting”  process. 
Air.  Smoker:  What  does  that  do? 
Air.  L.  S.:  It  takes  out  certain  harsh 
irritants  found  in  all  tobacco  — makes 
Luckies  a light  smoke,  easy  on  the 
throat. 

Air.  Smoker:  That  sounds  good  to  me. 
I’ll  try  them. 

EASY  ON  YOUR  THROAT—  BECAUSE  "IT'S  TOASTED" 


WITH  MEN  WHO  KNOW 
TOBACCO  BEST-  > 
IT’S  LUCKIES 
2 TO  1 

Copyright  193S.  The  American  Tobacco  Company 
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Smith  speaking." 


REGULATIONS  REGARDING  GRADES 

A grade  of  "A”  indicates  that  the  student  must  have 
stayed  awake  in  several  lectures,  and  is  in  grave  danger 
of  learning  something.  He  must,  therefore,  exercise 
great  care  during  the  following  marking  period  to  keep 
all  textbooks  inviolate,  to  overcut,  and  when  present  at 
class,  to  remain  totally  unconscious  of  the  work  through 
such  subterfuges  as  reading  the  paper,  playing  tit-tat- 
toe,  drawing  caricatures  of  the  professor,  and  other  adult 
sports. 

A grade  of  "B"  shows  improvement  and  that  the 
student  is  mastering  the  art  of  sleeping  with  his  eyes 
open. 

A grade  of  "C"  shows  definite  promise.  Upon  reach- 
ing this  point,  he  must  know  the  entire  plot  of  every 
movie  within  ten  miles  of  College  Park,  have  read  all 
of  the  Sunday  funny-sheets,  and  have  burned  200 
gallons  of  gasoline  getting  nowhere. 

A grade  of  "D",  listed  through  some  mistake  of  the 
Dean's  office  as  "inferior",  shows  that  the  student  is 
now  well  on  the  road  home.  While  he  has  not  yet 
failed,  he  has  gathered  sufficient  headway  so  that  he 
should  be  able,  with  superhuman  effort,  to  accomplish 
that  goal  within  a short  time. 


Turning 

to  Old  Gold 


In  the  Autumn 
When  most  foliage 

o 

Turns  to  old  gold — 
That’s  just  Nature. 

But  when  a tobacco  leaf, 
Alter  many  months 
Of  Extra  Aging 
And  Mellowing 
Becomes  Old  Gold  . . . 
Man!  that  s Distinction. 
About  the  highest  honor 
Tobacco  leaf 
Can  attain! 


FRESHNESS  INSURED  . . . 

by  extra  Cellophane  wrapper, 
opening  al  bottom  of  pack. 


Copyright,  1938. 
by  I’.  Lorillard Co.,  Inc. 


TUNE  IN  mi  Ol.l  Cold’s  I lolly  wood  Sereenscoops,  every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  night,  Columbia  .NetWork,  Coa-.t-lo-Coa.st 


For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  . . . Smoke 


Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 


177029 
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Copyright,  1938,  R.  J.  Reynolds  TobaccoCo. 

P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 

R.  J.  Reynolds  T obacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  tobacco  in 
every  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


DEATH  OF  JOHN  DOE 

"There  isn't  any  time,"  he  said,  and  sighed 
That  circumstances  could  be  so  adverse; 

His  heart  became  entangled,  he  was  worse, 

"There  isn't  any  time,"  he  said,  and  died. 
Meantime,  funereal  black-robed  friends,  like  clams 
Filed  damply  in  and  out  with  hot-house  flowers 
Expressionless  as  they.  And  thin,  gray  hours 
Crept  through,  and  down  the  hall. 

And  that  was  all. 


The  son  of  a policeman  was  learning  music. 

"How  many  beats  are  there  to  a bar  in  this  piece  of 
music,  dad?" 

"Fancy,  asking  a policeman  a question  like  that," 
said  the  boy's  mother.  "If  you  had  asked  your  daddy 
how  many  bars  there  were  to  the  beat,  he  might  have 
been  able  to  tell  you!" 


"Is  your  insomnia  improving  any?" 

"Yes — sometimes  my  foot  goes  to  sleep  now." 


A young  fellow  was  arrested  for  speeding,  and  some- 
body told  him  that  the  judge  was  a hearty,  genial  old 
boy  who  would  be  sure  to  respond  favorably  to  the 
right  kind  of  approach — the  hail-fellow-well-met  kind. 

So  the  youth  swaggered  up  to  the  bench,  put  out 
his  paw,  gave  a laugh  and  boomed: 

"Morning,  judge,  old  boy,  how  are  you?" 

The  judge  said: 

"Fine — $20." 


A boy,  who  had  to  go  to  Summer  school  because  he 
hadn't  passed  out  of  the  fourth  grade,  brought  home  a 
bad  report  card. 

Father  (reading  report  card):  D in  work,  D in  effort, 
D in  conduct.  That  settles  it.  From  now  on  you  and  I 
are  through! 

Son:  Stop  deluding  yourself,  Dad.  Just  remember 
that  I'm  still  an  exemption  on  your  income  tax  return. 


Guest:  What  a pretty  name  your  maid  has! 

Hostess:  Oh,  that  isn't  her  real  name.  We  just  call 
her  "Dawn"  because  she's  always  breaking. 
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By  Jerry  Hardy 


There  is  a peculiar  anomaly  in 
these  opening  days  of  school  that 
makes  them  defy  ordinary  laws  of 
acceleration.  Each  new  year  starts 
to  move  at  a pace  that  cannot  be  sus- 
tained, is  born  of  tension,  nursed  by 
expectancy. 

As  we  write  this,  before  classes 
have  begun,  we  can  feel  it  all  about 
us.  There  is  a tight  nervousness 
about  the  way  people  behave.  No 
one  has  enough  time  to  do  all  the 
things  that  must  be  done  at  once,  yet 
whole  days  slip  by  unused.  We  feel 
a nervous,  excited  note  in  everyone's 
voice,  a sense  of  something  impend- 
ing. The  great  adventure  is  about 
to  begin — for  one  more  in  the  hun- 
dreds of  times. 

By  the  time  you  read  this  it  will  all 
be  gone.  The  feeling  of  familiarity 
will  be  there,  and  of  routine.  Fresh- 
men will  begin  to  feel  out  and  to 
discharge  their  business  of  being  the 
Class  of  1942;  upperclassmen  will 
drop  into  the  easy  task  of  being  con- 
scious college  students. 

In  a way  we  are  sorry  to  see  it  go. 
It  is  impossible  to  expect  that  the 
delightful  excitement  of  those  first 
few  days  could  last,  but  the  old  new- 
ness was  fun.  It  is,  was,  exhilerat- 
ing;  not  enough  things  are. 

FALL 

But  perhaps  it  is  only  the  Fall.  For 
there  is  something  about  this  time  of 
the  year  that  gives  life  a zest  that  the 
other  seasons  can  only  imitate  badly. 


In  the  next  few  weeks  the  old  year, 
feeling  himself  sliding  rapidly  into 
his  late  forties,  will  fling  for  himself 
a grand  party  of  farewell.  There  will 
be  the  taste  of  wine  in  the  air,  and 
the  clean,  good  smell  of  new  cor- 
duroy pants. 

At  our  back  we  can  hear  the  click- 
ing echo  of  quick  firm  strides.  We 
can  see  chests  arched  out  and  nostrils 
dilated.  Ah,  good  Mathilde,  was  it 
not  but  yesterday  that  this  gray  hair 
was  a shining  black? 

SOOTHING 

Yet  there  is  a satisfaction,  too,  to  be 
found  in  contemplating  the  solidity 
of  things  as  they  are.  There  is,  we 
begin  to  suspect,  a satisfaction  to  be 
found  in  almost  everything.  Just 
outside  our  window  we  can  see  the 
little  stone  sundial,  gift  of  the  class 
of  nineteen-something.  Ever  since 
we  came  here,  it  has  stood  out  by  the 
junction  of  the  walks,  neglected,  un- 
noticed; yet  faithfully  proclaiming 
each  day  that  our  8:20's  occur  at  high 
noon,  that  lunch  is  served  at  9:30. 
Let  fall  what  may  in  Praha  or  A&S 
232,  at  five  o'clock  this  afternoon  our 
sundial  will  be  aware  of  but  one 
thing,  the  ultimate  verity  of  3:45. 

We  worry  frequently  that  some 
engineer  will  make  a special  project 
of  keeping  the  sundial  adjusted. 

SEETHING 

There  is  a thing  about  which,  of 
late,  we  have  indeed  grown  bitter. 
The  University  Catalogue,  which  is 


a documentary  volume  written  and 
published  annually  by  the  adminis- 
tration, contain  a pitifully  brief  little 
section  sandwiched  in  between  the 
student  grange  and  alumni,  and 
entitled  Student  Publications.  The 
last  line  of  the  section  is,  we  quote, 
"The  Old  Line  is  a comic  magazine 
put  out  quarterly  by  the  students." 

Now  we  are  a foundling,  like 
Miniver  Cheevy,  a child  of  scorn. 
Our  lot  has  ever  been  that  of  the  step- 
child; nor  has  our  path  been  unbeset 
by  brambles  and  thickets.  It  has  not 
been  by  the  level  road  that  we  have 
travelled.  It  has  been  the  path 
through  the  rocky  crags  that  we  have 
chosen.  And  our  strength  has  been 
as  the  strength  of  ten  because  our 
heart  is  pure. 

And  now  this  blow  comes  home  to 
us.  Can  it  truly  be  that  our  every 
other  child  of  eight  has  died  at  the 
hands  of  a cruel  step-father?  Nay! 
but  there,  gentlemen,  is  your  evi- 
dence; it  is  even  so.  And  we,  how 
has  this  damning  neglect  through 
half-notice  left  us?  As  always — calm, 
pure  of  heart,  but  now  playing 
host  to  cool,  yet  strangely  exciting 
savagery. 

For  now  we  hear  the  rumble  of 
distant  drums,  and  the  rattle  of  secret 
arms.  Peace,  comrades,  the  revolu- 
tion is  close  at  hand! 

A word,  good  sires;  take  care,  for 
we  are  not  a camel  that  ye  may  heap 
yet  another  straw  on  our  laden  back! 
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Academic  Revolt 

By  Larry  Hoover 

Annapolis,  Maryland,  is  a very  quiet  little  city. 

Walking  under  the  quiet  trees  along  the  historic 
streets,  one  would  find  it  almost  impossible  to  believe 
that  a revolution  is  in  progress  there.  But  there  is. 
There  is  a revolution  which  is  throwing  bombshells 
among  the  ranks  of  educators. 

Center  of  the  revolution  is  St.  Johns  College,  where 
a radically  new  curriculum  has  been  introduced.  Under 
the  guidance  of  St.  Johns'  Prexy  Stringfellow  Barr  a 
new  system  of  study  is  being  put  through  its  paces. 

The  new  program  consists  of  a study  of  the  classical 
literature  of  the  past  through  the  reading  of  educational 
classics.  The  writings  of  all  of  the  Greek  masters — 
Plato,  Socrates,  et  al — and  all  of  the  later  classicists  have 
been  incorporated  into  a list  of  readings.  A student 
entering  St.  Johns  will  start  at  the  beginning  of  the  list 
and  begin  reading  through.  He  will  take  examinations 
as  he  feels  capable  of  passing  them.  He  need  not  take 
an  exam  until  he  feels  qualified  to  take  it. 

The  entire  system  is  apparently  modeled  after  the 
system  in  use  in  English  schools  where  the  instructors 
do  not  hold  regular  classes  but  visit  the  students  in 
their  rooms  and  "smoke  at  them"  as  one  educator  has 
put  it. 

The  program  was  introduced  last  year  along  with 
the  regular  curriculum  and  met  with  such  outstanding 
success  that  the  University  officials  felt  that  it  should 
be  given  a fair  trial  this  year.  It  will  be  continued  if 
its  success  justifies  it. 

The  old  educational  program  has  been  tossed  out 
of  the  window.  The  set-up  at  St.  Johns  was  much  like 
that  in  other  schools  where  there  are  various  depart- 
ments. But  now  the  whole  college  has  been  placed 
behind  the  new  program.  Professors  have  been  hired 
whose  chief  interest  is  in  the  classics,  and  if  the  pro- 
gram is  a success,  St.  Johns  might  easily  become  the 
center  of  Classical  studies  in  America.  A similar  pro- 
gram has  been  introduced  in  Chicago,  but  not  on  such 
a sweeping  scale. 

Students  who  were  pursuing  studies  outside  of  the 
classics  have  left  St.  Johns  and  scurried  to  other 
schools  where  the  courses  in  which  they  are  interested 
are  being  offered.  The  enrollment  this  year  will  prob- 
ably be  about  half  what  it  has  been  in  former  years, 
with  a small  freshman  class  entering  to  be  introduced 
to  the  classics. 

It  is  yet  too  early  even  for  a qualified  critic  to  pass 
judgment  on  the  St.  Johns  system.  But,  educationally, 
it  is  a daring  step,  and  one  which  it  will  be  interesting 
to  watch. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here's  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors'  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The  Winner: 

BETTY  PORTER 

The  Wisecrack: 

"Cutie,  I can  tell  by  looking  at  you  what  you're 
thinking." 

"Well  then,  why  waste  your  time  looking?" 
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SWING— IS  IT  HERE  TO  STAY? 


By  Caroline  Clugston 

From  the  first  whirl  of 
the  toothbrush  to  the  last 
dropping  of  a bedroom 
slipper,  swing  saves  the 
day  for  Maryland.  There 
is  no  trouble  too  terrible, 
no  problem  too  pressing 
for  swing  to  solve. 

7:00  A.  M.:  Bing,  bing, 
and  two  bongs  and  numer- 
ous alarm  clocks  chime 
out  beside  numerous  beds  from  the  fourth  floor  of  Dorm 
B to  the  basement  of  Calvert.  One  more  bing  and 
numerous  groping  hands  sneak  out  of  the  covers  and 
turn  the  clock  off  and  the  radio  on  with  one  practiced 
motion.  Just  as  our  friends  are  about  to  drop  off  to 
sleep  again,  swing  startles  the  frosty  air  and  the  cozy 
sleeper.  By  7:05  the  jitterbugs  are  definitely  up  and 
trucking  on  down  to  wash  and  dress.  Many  is  the 
professor  who  owes  his  8:20  audience  to  Connie  Bos- 
well's excellent  rendition  of  "Martha". 

12:20  P.  M.:  1,000  students,  lead  by  50  starving 

athletes,  whip  through  one  narrow  door  and  surround 
125  sturdy  tables.  Dishes  crash  on  heavy  trays,  silver- 
ware rattles  and  slithers  to  the  tile  floor,  and  cries  of, 
"Please  pass  the  bread!"  And  "You  don't  own  that 
dish  of  beans,"  fill  the  already  overburdened  air.  Just 
when  you've  about  made  a mental  note  to  purchase  a 
small  package  of  cotton  at  the  "Doc's",  the  soothing 
strains  of  Larry  Clinton's  "At  Long  Last  Love"  glide 
from  the  loudspeaker  and  silence  all  the  above  men- 
tioned unwelcome  noise.  The  harassed  student  sinks 
thankfully  back  in  his  chair  and  stops  bolting  his  lunch 
to  get  out  of  the  madhouse  in  a hurry.  Swing  to  the 
rescue  again  and  Maryland  is  saved  several  nervous 
breakdowns  and  many  cases  of  audible  indigestion  in 
1:20  classes. 

3:10  P.  M:  Most  of  the  stoogents  (a  few  unlucky 
souls  were  swung  into  4:20's  by  a sectioning  com- 
mittee jam  session)  emerge  quite  briskly,  in  fact  darn 
quickly  from  the  A<SS,  Ag.,  Chem.  and  other  over- 
crowded buildings  and  start  in  search  of  an  enticing 
place  to  waste  the  rest  of  the  afternoon.  As  usual 
it  is  too  rainy  to  sit  on  the  library  steps,  and  the  book- 
store candy  counter  is  out  because  the  old  allowance 
has  swung  down  the  groove  long  ago,  so  they  suzy-Q 
on  up  to  the  library  to  heckle  Mr.  Fogg.  If  they  did 
make  the  library,  they  would  find  a friend  and  bull 
over  life,  love,  or  that  coming  Rossburg.  But,  owing 
to  the  steepness  of  the  stairs  and  the  hardness  of  the 

(Continued  on  page  24) 


By  Harry  Archibald 

I call  it  madness,  but 
they  call  it  swing.  No  one 
seems  to  know  just  what 
swing  is,  but  whatever  it 

is,  I DON'T  LIKE  IT! 

Let  me  make  it  clear  that 

I'm  not  just  taking  the 
negative  side  of  this  argu- 
ment in  order  to  accommo- 
date the  editor.  Far  from 

it.  I jumped  at  the  chance 
to  unloose  the  accumulated  wrath  of  two  years,  and  if 
there  be  any  other  poor  suffering  souls  who  have  been 
hiding  away  in  dark,  soundproof  cellars  since  the 
pestilence  began,  as  I have,  let  them  speak  now,  or 
forever  hold  their  ears.  Vive  la  Revolution! 

I don't  like  swing  because  it  is  base,  crude,  and 
primitive.  And  most  of  all  because  it  is  so  damned 
loud.  I wouldn't  care  if  everyone  else  were  base  and 
crude  and  primitive  as  long  as  they  didn't  bother  me 
with  it,  but  the  vulgarity  of  swing  is  so  loud  that  it  is 
inescapable,  and  so  it  bothers  me,  and  I don't  like  it. 

Some  unsung  critic,  more  sage  than  I,  has  said  that 
modern  popular  music  is  something  to  move  to,  not  to 
listen  to.  He  had  the  right  idea,  but  if  he  had  ever 
been  within  five  hundred  yards  of  a beer  hall 
nickelodeon,  he'd  know  that  it  is  something  to  listen 
to — or  else. 

The  psychologists  tell  us  that  the  swing  craze  is  a 
pitiful  kind  of  mass  hysteria  that  has  gripped  a jittery 
populace  seeking  an  escape  from  war  scares  and  work 
relief.  Personally,  I'll  take  the  war.  Swing  is  just 
another  damning  indictment  against  marijuana  and  raw 
alcohol.  It  was  started  by  a few  ex-musicians  who  had 
taken  to  reefers  and  floy  fluid  as  a means  of  easing 
the  knocks  of  reality  in  a tough  world.  And,  like  some 
loathsome  plague,  it  spread  in  a wild  conflagration  from 
the  lowest  elements  of  the  population — the  morons,  the 
nitwits,  and  the  plain  simple — upward  through  the 
masses.  Only  the  intelligent  seem  to  be  immune,  but 
unfortunately,  there  apparently  isn't  any  way  of  in- 
oculating intelligence  into  the  writhing  victims  of  the 
curse.  Besides,  there'd  never  be  enough  of  the  serum 
to  go  around. 

Swing  per  se  is  bad  enough,  but  when  they  begin  to 
swing  the  classics,  it's  time  for  every  good  man  to  come 
to  the  aid  of  his  opera!  What  a mockery  that  music 
that  has  smiled  with  dignity  at  the  passing  of  the  cen- 
turies should  be  hacked  and  butchered  into  the  distorted 
tempos  of  a fate  worse  than  death!  The  Goths  and 
(Continued  on  page  27) 
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ADVENTURES  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  I, 
PERCIVAL  QUINN 


L Percival  Quinn,  come  to 


University  of  Md. 

College  Park,  Md. 

Sept.  14,  1938 

The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company 
123  J Street 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Dear  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company: 

I,  Percival  Quinn,  enrolled  at  The  University  of  Mary- 
land today,  which  is  a very  fine  place  as  you  may  see 
by  the  above  address.  However  I have  not  had  time 
to  see  much  of  the  place  because  of  a mishap  for  which 
you  were  very  responsible. 

After  I had  finished  enrolling  down  at  the  Gym- 
Armory  which  is  that  big  building  on  the  left  as  you 
come  up  the  hill  which  takes  a very  long  time  as  there 
are  more  people  enrolling  than  when  we  play  the  Hog 
Wallow  Flats  Tigers  in  baseball  at  home  I came  up 
to  my  large  and  spacious  room  (ha  ha!  I should  explain 
that  this  is  very  funny  because  really  my  room  is  so 
small  that  when  I go  to  bed  I have  to  go  outside  and 
back  in  so  I can  get  into  the  bed).  Noticing  that  you 
had  returned  my  laundry  I at  once  sent  you  my  other 
shirt  which  is  the  one  I had  on. 

Sometime  later  I unpacked  the  laundry  then  discover- 
ing the  mishap  referred  to  in  paragraph  one.  There  was 
my  shirt  which  is  a blue  one  with  pink  stripes  which  I 
was  going  to  wear  to  dinner.  But  as  I went  to  put  it  on  1 
found  to  my  horror  a large  rent  or  tear  down  the  front 
of  the  garment.  Also  another  tear  lay  underneath  the 
collar  making  it  flap  very  loosely  like  John  Smith  which 
is  our  bird  dog's  ears. 

Therefore  kindly  return  at  once  my  other  shirt  so  I 
can  go  to  dinner  as  I am  living  on  the  basket  of  fruit 
that  Mother  gave  me  before  I left  and  not  leaving  my 
large  and  spacious  (ha  ha)  room.  Also  please  send 
reparations  which  means  money  for  the  shirt  which 
you  have  ruined.  Hoping  to  hear  from  you  at  once  I 
remain  yours  very  truly 

yours  truly, 

I,  Percival  Quinn. 


grips  with  the  laundry 


The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company 
123  J Street 
Washington,  D.  C. 

September  15,  1938 

Mr.  P.  Quinn, 

University  of  Maryland, 

College  Park,  Md. 

Dear  Mr.  Quinn: 

As  noted  on  the  laundry  slip  which  must  be  filled 
out  with  each  parcel  that  is  sent,  all  adjustments  must 
be  made  through  the  Adjustment  Department.  We  are 
enclosing  a complaint  slip  for  you  to  fill  out  and  send 
to  them. 

We  stand  ready  to  give  you  the  utmost  in  service 
at  all  times. 

Yours  truly, 

The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Co. 

Per:  W.  W.  Watts. 

University  of  Md. 

„ College  Park,  Md. 

September  16,  1938 

The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company 
123  J Street 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Dear  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company: 

I have  just  received  your  letter  and  your  question-air 
which  is  what  I have  been  doing  all  morning  filling  it 
out.  What  has  my  fathers  age  got  to  do  with  my  shirt? 

You  say  you  want  to  give  me  service  but  my  other 
shirt  has  not  been  returned  yet  and  I am  still  living  on 
the  fruit  as  I cannot  go  to  dinner  with  no  shirt.  Already 
I shall  have  to  miss  the  President's  dance  which  he  gave 
me  a special  invitation  to.  However  I am  still  calm  and 
hourly  look  forward  to  the  return  of  my  shirt.  We  can 
discuss  reparations  later. 

In  deep  anxiety  I remain  etc  etc 

very  truly  yours, 

I,  Percival  Quinn. 
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The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company 
123  J Street 
Washington,  D.  C. 

September  17,  1938 

Mr.  P.  Quinn, 

University  of  Maryland, 

College  Park,  Md. 

Dear  Mr.  Quinn: 

We  have  received  your  letter  and  please  rest  assured, 
Mr.  Quinn,  that  we  are  doing  everything  in  our  power 
to  locate  the  blue  shirt  which  you  say  we  have  lost. 

So  far  we  have  been  unable  to  find  it.  Will  you 
please  check  at  home  to  make  sure  that  the  driver  has 
not  returned  it. 

We  stand  ready  to  give  you  the  utmost  in  service 
at  all  times. 

Yours  truly, 

The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Co. 

Per:  W.  A.  Poe,  Adjustments. 


University  of  Md. 

College  Park  Md. 

Sept.  19,  1938 

Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company 
123  J Street 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Dear  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Co.: 

Of  course  The  Driver  returned  the  blue  shirt.  It  is 
not  lost.  It  is  here.  It  has  two  large  rips  in  it  and  cannot 
be  worn  to  dinner  and  I am  slowly  starving  to  death  on 
what  is  left  of  the  fruit.  Mostly  it  is  just  orange- 
peelings  which  I am  making  into  a sort  of  orangeade 
which  is  very  un-nourishing  and  I am  daily  growing 
thinner. 

Please  send  my  other  shirt  which  is  pink  at  once  as 
classes  started  today  and  I was  not  in  them  having 
NO  SHIRT. 

In  quiet  desperation  I remain  etc  etc 

yours  very  truly, 

I,  Percival  Quinn 


Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company 
123  J Street 
Washington,  D.  C. 

September  20,  1938 

Mr.  P.  Quinn, 

University  of  Maryland, 

College  Park,  Md. 

Dear  Mr.  Quinn: 

We  regret  that  you  have  not  received  your  shirt 
which  we  feel  sure  will  be  delivered  today.  We  are 
still  searching  for  the  other  shirt,  although  we  feel 


sure  that  it  was  delivered.  However  you  must  realize, 
Mr.  Quinn,  that  we  launder  thousands  of  shirts  daily 
and  misunderstandings  are  bound  to  arise. 

We  stand  ready  to  give  you  the  utmost  in  service 
at  all  times. 

Yours  very  truly, 

The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Co. 

Per,  W.  A.  Poe,  Adjustments. 


University  of  Md. 

College  Park,  Md. 

Sept.  21,  1938 

The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company, 

123  J Street, 

Washington,  D.  C. 

Dear  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company: 

Today  my  shirt  came.  I barely  had  strength  enough 
to  put  it  on  and  stagger  up  to  the  Dining  Hall  for  dinner 
but  I feel  better  now.  I had  been  living  on  banana  peel 
soup  and  it  has  left  me  with  a very  glassy  look  in  my 
eyes  and  a bad  tremor  in  one  hand. 

I got  a roommate  today  which  was  rather  a shock 
to  me  as  it  is  necessary  for  one  of  us  to  leave  the  room 
before  we  can  open  the  bureau  drawers.  I showed  him 
the  shirt  and  he  said  that  it  was  probably  an  act  of 
God  that  you  ripped  it.  So  I guess  we  had  better  let 
the  whole  thing  go. 

The  driver  had  better  not  come  around  any  more  as 
I have  great  difficulty  in  controlling  myself  when  I see 
him  and  plan  to  wash  out  my  shirt  in  the  wash  basin 
myself  personally  from  now  on. 

Still  in  a weakened  condition  I remain  etc  etc 

yours  very  truly 
I,  Percival  Quinn. 


The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Company 
123  J Street 
Washington,  D.  C. 

September  22,  1938 

Mr.  P.  Quinn, 

University  of  Maryland, 

College  Park,  Md. 

Dear  Mr.  Quinn: 

We  are  very  happy  to  hear  that  you  have  found  your 
shirt  and  that  this  matter  is  cleared  up. 

Please  remember  that  we  stand  ready  to  give  you  the 
utmost  in  service  at  all  times. 

Yours  very  truly. 

The  Hom-Lyk  Laundry  Co. 

Per,  W.  A.  Poe,  Adjustments. 
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CUES  AND  CADENZAS 
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The  following  is  a new  feature  in  The  Old  Line.  It  is  an  attempt  to  bring  you  current  information 
on  what  is  going  on  in  the  entertainment  world  to  which  you  have  access.  If  it  meets  with  your 
approval,  it  will  be  continued.  The  editors  will  appreciate  your  opinions  and  suggestions. 


PERHAPS  it  has  oc- 
curred to  you,  now  that 
you  have  had  a chance  to 
sit  down  and  think  it  over, 
that  College  Park  is  indeed 
a place  apart.  Excepting, 
of  course,  the  programs 
directly  sponsored  by  the 
University,  there  are  ap- 
parently not  many  ways  to 
spend  the  free  hours  that, 
despite  your  first  impressions,  you  will  find  do  occur. 

Apparently.  But  actually,  close  at  hand,  in  nearby 
Washington,  a number  of  organizations  present  con- 
tinuously as  fine  entertainment  as  can  be  found 
anywhere. 

The  Old  Line  feels  that,  were  it  only  possible  for  you 
to  know  some  time  in  advance  what  shows  you  might 
look  forward  to,  many  of  you  would  like  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  the  fine  music  and  plays  that  are  offered 
throughout  the  winter  season  only  a few  miles  away. 

Consequently  the  several  organizations  have  agreed 
to  cooperate  with  us  in  getting  out  information  far  in 
advance  of  the  regular  publicity. 

At  the  National  Theatre,  for  instance,  on  October  3rd, 
will  appear  for  the  first  time  on  any  stage,  Robert  E. 
Sherwood's  "Abe  Lincoln  in  Illinois",  with  Raymond 
Massey  in  the  title  role.  The  play  will  be  a presenta- 
tion of  The  Playwrights'  Producing  Company,  the  mem- 
bership of  which  includes  such  names  as  S.  N.  Behrman, 
Sidney  Howard,  and  Maxwell  Anderson. 

"I'd  Rather  Be  Right",  that  hilarious  comedy  which 
stood  Broadway  on  its  ear  and  which  is  now  coming  out 
in  pictures,  will  follow  with  a return  engagement  at  The 
National;  then  Alfred  Lunt  and  Lynn  Fontaine,  who 
scored  such  a hit  last  year  with  "Amphitryon  38",  will 
bring  "The  Sea  Gull"  to  Washington.  Katherine 
Cornell,  one  of  the  legitimate  theatre's  greatest,  will  star 
in  "Herod  and  Miriamne",  while  Clifford  Odets'  "Golden 
Boy"  is  also  in  the  offing. 

Exact  dates  for  the  latter  performances  have  not  been 
set,  but  they  are  what  may  be  expected  during  the  next 
month  and  a half. 

A series  of  five  concerts  in  Constitution  Hall  with  the 
Philadelphia  Orchestra  has  been  announced.  Eugene 
Ormandy  will  conduct,  and  a distinguished  list  of 


soloists  promises  some  of  the  finest  musical  entertain- 
ment to  be  found. 

The  first  of  the  concerts  will  be  October  25th,  and  the 
soloist  will  be  one  of  the  world's  best  known  pianists, 
Sergei  Rachmaninoff.  The  series  will  also  present 
Kirsten  Flagstad,  Metropolitan  star;  Georges  Enesco, 
modern  composer,  and  the  distinguished  Leopold 
Stokowski. 

The  Washington  Symphony  Orchestra,  under  the 
direction  of  Dr.  Hans  Kindler,  has  planned  a season  that 
promises  to  make  this,  its  eighth,  its  greatest.  Beginning 
October  30th  with  a program  on  which  Moriz  Rosenthal, 
pianist,  will  be  featured  as  soloist,  The  National  Sym- 
phony will  offer  a series  of  eight  mid-week  concerts, 
all  to  be  given  on  Wednesday  evenings,  and  another 
series  of  Sunday  afternoon  programs.  All  concerts  are 
to  be  in  Constitution  Hall. 

A successful  financial  drive  has  enabled  Dr.  Kindler 
to  enlarge  and  strengthen  the  orchestra  so  that  it  will 
be  possible  to  play  such  important  symphonic  master- 
pieces as  the  tone-poems  of  Richard  Strauss  and  the 
works  of  other  modern  composers  such  as  Ravel  and 
Stravinsky. 

The  November  9th  concert  will  have  as  soloist 
Lauritz  Melchior,  brilliant  Wagnerian  tenor.  It  is  not 
often  that  one  is  privileged  to  hear  Melchior  in  recital, 
for  he  is  so  much  in  demand  for  Wagnerian  roles,  where 
he  stands  alone,  that  other  engagements  must  be  limited. 

Moriz  Rosenthal  will  be  celebrating  the  fiftieth  anni- 
versary of  his  American  debut  when  he  appears  in 
Constitution  Hall  October  30th,  for  his  first  bow  to  an 
American  concert  audience  was  in  November,  1888. 
Over  three  thousand  audiences  have  heard  and  thrilled 
to  his  playing  since  then. 

Perhaps  the  most  attractive  of  the  National  Sym- 
phony's early  performances  is  the  Ballet  Russe  de  Monte 
Carlo  on  November  16th  and  17th.  With  the  Ballet 
Russe  will  be  two  of  the  world's  greatest  dancers, 
Serge  Lifar,  and  Alice  Markova,  held  the  legitimate 
successor  to  Anna  Pavlova. 

And  all  those  things  are  in  addition  to  the  Vienna 
Choir  Boys,  Lucille  Manners,  Marjorie  Lawrence,  and 
many  others  who  will  appear  through  the  season.  Fine 
entertainment  indeed! 

Back  to  drama  again,  the  Washington  Civic  Theatre  is 
planning  a season  of  seven  plays  beginning  sometime 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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A B C's  FOR  THE  MARYLAND 
FRESHMAN 

By  Bess  Paterson 

A is  for  Ace,  stands  for  "just  hits  the  spot", 

Also  tor  Airport,  which  stands  for  a lot. 

B is  for  Browning,  or  "shooting  the  Bull" 

Frat  men  and  athletes  all  use  it  for  pull. 

C is  for  "Chum"  a despicable  term 
Used  as  a sarcasm  or  by  a worm. 

D's  for  the  Dean's  team — it's  not  hard  to  make, 

Just  forget  to  remember  some  class  that  you  take. 

E's  for  the  Eight  ball  which  you  are  behind, 

It's  the  fate  of  all  freshman,  so  just  be  resigned. 

F is  for  Freebe,  or  simply  a treat, 

You'll  find  during  rushing  the  rake-in  is  neat. 

H — the  Hello  Habit's  very  convenient — 

It  makes  proper  co-eds  a little  more  lenient. 

I's  for  Infirmary,  sort  of  a club, 

Where  you  can  relax  when  you  feel  like  a nub. 

J's  for  Joe  College — he's  no  certain  lad, 

Just  quintessence  of  rah-rah,  quite  noisily  clad. 

K is  for  Kappa,  expressive  Greek  word, 

As  oft  as  they're  seen,  they're  sure  to  be  heard. 

L is  for  Latching,  your  parents'  despair — 

You  go  but  you  don't  seem  to  get  anywhere. 

M's  for  the  moaning  you  do  with  a frown, 

Whenever  your  love-life  is  getting  you  down. 


N stands  for  Numbness,  a state  of  the  mind, 

"As  Numb  as  they  come”  is  the  term  that  you'll  find. 

O is  for  Oomph,  coed  sparkle  and  dash — 

Makes  susceptible  freshman  break  out  in  a rash. 

P's  for  the  Punch-drunks  who  box  with  thin  air, 
Whenever  a lady-bug  lights  in  their  hair. 

0 is  for  Quizzes,  as  final  as  fate, 

That  find  you  regretting  that  snappy  young  date. 

R is  for  Rats,  lowest  form  of  humanity, 

Suspected  of  everything,  even  insanity. 

S is  for  Slap-happy,  devil-may-care — 

Describing  the  lad  with  the  la-de-a-air. 

T is  for  Terps,  all  us  gals  and  us  guys, 

Who  are  hurling  our  Maryland  cheers  at  the  skies. 

U's  for  the  Umpire,  the  gent  to  accuse, 

Of  low  double-dealing  whenever  we  lose. 

V's  for  the  M-chested  Varsity  Players — 

Original  answers  to  college  girls'  prayers. 

W is  for  Woo — that's  a crude  form  of  love, 

It's  what  you'll  be  pitching  a little  bit  of. 

X marks  the  spot  where  the  body  is  laid. 

Of  the  ATfi  brother,  who  drank  lemonade. 

Y's  for  "You  know  it!",  which  means  you  are  right, 

But  yes,  absolutely,  exactly  and  quite! 

Z simply  stands  for  the  fact,  that  Z'nough, 

We  hope  that  you  frosh  will  be  "strutting  this  stuff". 


"Mr.  Williams  told  me  to  report  for  proctor  duty." 
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Judge  0 , who  once  presided 

over  a criminal  court,  was  famous  as 
one  of  the  most  compassionate  men 
who  ever  sat  upon  the  bench.  His 
softness  of  heart,  however,  did  not 
prevent  him  from  doing  his  duty  as  a 
judge.  A man  who  had  been  convict- 
ed of  stealing  a small  amount  was 
brought  into  court  for  sentence.  He 
looked  very  sad  and  hopeless,  and 
the  court  was  much  moved  by  his 
contrite  appearance. 

"Have  you  ever  been  sentenced  to 
imprisonment?"  the  judge  asked. 

"Never,  never!"  exclaimed  the 
prisoner,  bursting  into  tears. 

"Don't  cry,"  said  the  judge,  con- 
solingly; "you're  going  to  be  now." 


Club  Bore:  On  one  side  of  me  a 
lion  was  creeping  up;  on  the  other  a 
tiger  approached  stealthily.  When 
they  were  about  a yard  from  me, 
what  do  you  think  I did? 

New  Member:  Woke  up? 

Club  Bore  (indignantly):  No,  sir! 

New  Member  (in  admiration): 
Gee!  I couldn't  have  slept  on  after 
that. 


"Gosh,  Gus,  he's  failin'  in  love  with  us.” 


"Watcha  trying  to  do,  baby  him?” 


LINES  FROM  A PERENNIAL 

My  dear  Dr.  Broughton,  I know  that  you  oughten 
To  grant  special  favors  to  me,  sir 

But  your  college  I've  boughten  while  here  getting 
taughten 

In  subjects  I never  could  see,  sir. 

My  friend  Dr.  Manny  thinks  it  is  uncanny 
I can't  seem  to  pass  the  first  year,  sir, 

But  I've  searched  every  cranny  to  find  if  there's  any 
Sure  way,  and  there  is  none  I fear,  sir. 

• 

I have  flunked  under  White.  Fitzhugh  failed  me  outright. 
Their  example  was  followed  by  Schweizer. 

I just  can't  see  the  light,  and  if  you  think  I might 
Be  here  ad  infinitum,  you're  right,  sir. 

In  return  for  the  fees  I have  paid  to  appease 
Your  tuition  bills  to  the  last  one,  sir 
I am  down  on  my  knees,  and  I beg  of  you  please 
If  you  can't  pass  me,  then  pass  my  son,  sir. 

— T.  St.  C. 
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"And  I'm  tellincr  you  I won't  have  him  telling 
me  how  to  raise  him!” 


Frosh  Mixup 

I saw  her  as  she  came  through  the  wide  doors.  She 
might  have  been  pretty;  it  was  hard  to  tell.  Her  make- 
up was  on  all  wrong,  and  her  dress  was  obviously 
what,  back  home,  was  her  "party  dress.”  She  looked 
small  and  lost  and  bewildered.  I was  about  to  look 
the  other  direction,  but  on  an  impulse  turned  and  walked 
over  to  where  she  was  standing.  "Hello,"  I said. 

"Hello,"  she  returned.  Then  after  a moment,  "This  is 
the  Freshman  Mixer,  isn't  it?" 

"Yes,"  I grinned,  "would  you  like  to  be  mixed?" 

She  laughed,  a tinkling  little  laugh  that  wrinkled  her 
nose  and  made  you  notice  her  eyes  for  the  first  time. 
They  were  blue  or  grey,  I couldn't  tell  for  sure,  but  I 
looked  at  them  a long  time.  "What's  the  matter?"  she 
satd,  "Do  I remind  you  of  your  mother?" 

"In  a way,"  I grinned  again,  getting  away  from  those 
eyes.  "In  a way  you  do.  Let's  dance." 

"Well,  I was  trying  to  find  someone,  but — yes,  I'd 
like  to." 


We  danced  for  a few  moments  in  silence.  Her  danc- 
ing was  like  her  eyes;  you  couldn't  quite  decide  what  it 
was,  but  it  was  good.  I changed  my  mind  about  the 
make-up,  loo.  It  was  different,  the  way  she  had  it  on, 
but  it  really  made  her  look  striking.  She  looked  up  and 
started  to  speak. 

Wait  a minute,"  I said.  "No,  I'm  not  a freshman;  I'm 
a senior.  I come  from  Virginia,  and  I like  it  fine  here.  I 
know  that  ycu  are  one;  I don't  care  where  you're  from, 
and  I m going  to  make  it  my  business  to  see  that  you 
like  it  he.e.  Does  that  take  care  of  everything?" 

She  laughed  that  way  again,  eyes  and  all.  "Just 
about  I guess,  Mr.  Senior.  Do  you  have  any  other  name, 
or  a e you  just  symbolic  of  all  seniors?  I'm  Mary 
Bennett." 

"Martin,"  I said,  waiting  for  it  to  sink  in.  "Dick 
Martin."  I had  said  that  same  thing  to  five  other  girls 
that  evening,  and  they  had  all  made  the  same  reply, 
"Not  Touchdown  Martin!"  And  from  then  on  it  had 
been  too  easy.  Mary  acted  as  if  she'd  never  heard 
.he  name. 

"Hmmm",  I thought,  "Going  to  act  hard  to  get,  is 
she?"  Then  I said  to  her,  "Don't  you  like  football, 
Mary?" 

"No.  I guess  it's  all  right,  but  I just  never  cared  for  it. 
How  did  you  kno — Oh,  I'll  bet  you  play  football,  and 
I should  have  known  your  name!  I'm  terribly  sorry." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,"  I said.  Somehow  it  didn't 
sound  at  all  like  I intended  it  to.  To  tell  the  truth,  I was 
a little  embarrassed  at  the  way  things  were  going.  The 
music  stopped  and  we  were  standing  over  on  one  side 
of  the  floor.  "Look,"  I said  suddenly,  "I  hope  you  won't 
think  I'm  trying  to  sound  like  a big  shot  or  anything, 
but  I'd  like  to  help  you  get  around.  If  there's  anybody 
you'd  like  to  meet  or  anything  you  like  to  know  about, 
why,  if  you'll  just  ask  m " 

"Good  evening,  Miss  Bennett,"  said  a voice.  I looked 
around  just  in  time  to  see,  s'help  me,  the  Prexy! 

"Good  evening,  Dr.  Wood,"  said  Mary,  cool  as  frost. 
"Dr.  Wood,  may  I present  Mr.  Martin,  or  have  you  met?" 

"Martin,  Martin — Oh,  yes,  I know  Martin.  I thought 
you  graduated  last  spring." 

"No,  sir,"  I gulped,  "I  have  another  year.  Or  so." 

"Hmm,  yes,  I suppose  so.  Well,  come,  Miss  Bennett, 
I'd  ilke  to  have  you  meet  some  of  the  rest  of  the  faculty." 

"Thank  you,  Dr.  Wood,  I should  like  very  much  to." 

"You'll  excuse  us,  Martin,"  said  the  prexy  very  ironic- 
like. 

"Yessir."  As  I ducked  out  the  door,  I could  hear  the 
prexy  saying,  "Miss  Bennett,  may  I present  our  philoso- 
phy head,  Dr.  Cibosky?  Miss  Bennett  is  going  to  be  with 
us  as  a French  instructor,  Dr 


-J.  H. 
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PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  Inarece.it 
survey  by  Self-IIelp  Bureaus  of  ^representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 


"SHURE  AND  HIS 
PIPE  DISTURBED 
TH'  PEACE!" 


“MARRY  ME,  MARY?"  But  before 
she  could  answer,  Frank  s gooe\ 
smelling  pipe  floored  her.  Slie  just 
couldn't  stand  that  strong,  rancid 
tobacco.  But  Murphy  saved  the  da\ ! 


TUNE  IN  lon/my  Dors.)  and  h s orchestra.  Every 
Wednesday  night,  coast-to-coast,  NBC  Red  Network . 


A company  of  village  amateurs 
produced  "Hamlet."  The  following 
account  of  the  play  appeared  in  the 
local  newspaper: 

"Last  night  the  elite  of  our  town 
gathered  to  witness  a performance 
of  'Hamlet.'  There  was  considerable 
discussion  as  to  whether  the  play 
was  written  by  Shakespeare  or  Ba- 
con. All  doubt  can  now  be  set  at 
rest.  Let  their  graves  be  opened.  The 
one  who  turned  over  last  night  is 
the  author." 


The  owner  of  a house  being  paint- 
ed was  amazed  to  find  one  of  his 
new  workmen  walking  along  one 
hot  day  all  bundled  up  in  clothing. 

"Why  on  earth  are  you  wearing  so 
many  clothes,  Pat?" 

"Oi  have  to  paint  this  fince  and  the 
label  on  the  can  says — it  says,  'To 
obtain  best  results  put  on  at  least 
three  coats.'  " 


"Would  you  like  an  inside  or  out- 
side room?" 

"Inside — it  looks  like  rain!" 


"Does  your  team  employ  any 
strategy?" 

"No,  we  hardly  have  money  en- 
ough to  keep  a coach!" 


The  English  professor  lectured  on 
the  distribution  of  world  population. 
He  mentioned  that  only  in  the  West 
Indies  were  males  in  excess  of  fe- 
males. 

"A  happy  state  of  affairs,"  he  said 
playfully.  "Not  unlike  the  state  which 
existed  in  this  community  of  ours  be- 
fore women  undergraduates  were 
admitted." 

At  this  point  several  women  stu- 
dents, affecting  to  be  offended,  rose 
to  leave  the  class. 

"One  moment,  please,"  said  the 
lecturer.  "There  is  no  occasion  to  go 
yet;  the  next  boat  for  the  West  Indies 
doesn't  leave  for  another  week." 


GROUND  LESSON 

"Here,  let  me  show  you  how  to 
handle  the  stick.  Back  like  that,  see? 
Gosh,  if  this  thing  had  double  con- 
trol, I'd  take  you  up  for  a lesson  right 
now.  Ever  been  up  before?" 

"Well,  only  as  a passenger " 

"Yes,  to  be  sure.  Seems  I get  all 
the  green  hands  to  teach,  but  never 
mind  that,  my  boy.  My  students 
have  to  sweat,  see?  But  when  I get 
through  with  them,  they're  not  flying 
through  roofs  and  killing  passen- 
gers." 

"Yes,  sir,  that's  what  my  boss 
was  telling  me.  He  said  after  a little 
training  with  you,  I could  take  over 
the  de  luxe  model.  The  one  that  car- 
ries twenty  people,  you  know,  ex- 
press type." 

"That's  quite  a bit  of  responsibility 
for  a young  lad  like  you  to  handle. 
I'll  give  you  a through  grounding, 
and  your  nerve  will  take  you  the  rest 
of  the  way.  I tell  you  in  this  game 
you've  got  to  have  the  stuff  in  you. 
One  accident  and  some  of  'em  never 
want  to  get  off  Mother  Earth  again. 
That's  why  I feel  kind  of  proud  of  my 
record — going  around  for  the  last  fif- 
teen years  as  a factory  demonstrator, 
and  never  cracked  up  an  elevator 
yet!" 


"Say,  doctor,  I asked  that  nurse  to 
put  a hot  water  bottle  at  my  feet  and 
she  stuck  up  her  nose  and  walked 
away,"  complained  the  patient. 

"What  else  could  you  expect?  That 
was  the  head  nurse,"  explained  the 
doctor. 

"Oh,  do  they  specialize  that  much? 
Then  get  me  the  foot  nurse." 


"My  wife  is  the  proud  owner  of  a 
new  modernistic  home." 

"Why,  you're  the  owner  just  as 
much  as  she  is,  aren't  you? 

"Yes,  but  I'm  not  proud  of  it." 
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Seventeen 


"I  was  out  with  a sailor  off  the 
Pennsylvania  last  night.  He  had  a 
Washington  address  tatooed  on  his 
chest.'' 

"Say!  Stop  reading  my  male." 


Of  all  the  thing  I knoo 

The  best  are  changed  to  Foo 

All  right  my  me,  but  to  that  guy  who 

Tries  also  to  change  my  Woo  to  Foo 

The  best  I can  say  is  Poo  on  you! 

— Life. 


Mistress:  "It's  pretty  cold  tonight, 

Sarah;  you  had  better  put  an  iron  in 
your  bed  to  warm  it  up." 

Mistress  (next  morning):  "How  did 
you  sleep  last  night,  Sarah?" 

Sarah:  "Pretty  good,  ma'am,  I had 
the  iron  almost  warm  by  morning." 


REACTIONS 

When  informed  that  this  year's 
class  of  freshman  was  the  biggest  yet, 

"Splendid,"  said  Eppley. 

"Do  they  know  how  to  sing?"  said 
Randall. 

"What's  their  10?"  said  Jenkins. 

"Can  they  spell?"  queried  Sixbey. 

"Where's  their  money?"  demanded 
Casbarian. 

"Do  they  play  football?"  begged 
Dobie. 

"How  are  their  clothes?"  demanded 
the  fraternity  men. 

"Humph! " grunted  the  sophomores. 


"Listen,  you!  He  passed  the  entrance  requirements,  and  I say 
he's  gonna  play  fullback!" 


TO  A WALLFLOWER 

Now  is  the  time  for  you,  my  dear, 

To  realize  while  you're  sitting  here 
That  you  are  not  always  loads  of  fun 
Because  of  Ivory  Soap  or  Mum. 

Nor  will  your  dentist  say  that  your  despair 
Is  due  to  your  teeth  and  their  lack  of  care. 
And  Colgates,  Ipana,  Squibbs  or  Listerine 
Will  never  make  you  a beauty  queen. 
Ry  Krisp  won't  help  your  figure  much, 
And  your  hands  are  plenty  soft  to  touch. 
What  is  wrong?  Don't  have  a fit, 

It's  simply  that  you  haven't  IT. 

— D.  L. 


(Continued  from  page  11) 

during  October.  As  yet  their  plans  are  a little  indefinite, 
but  it  is  known  that  the  plays  will  be  selected  from  such 
favorites  as  "High  Tor",  by  Maxwell  Anderson;  Clifford 
Odets'  "Awake  and  Sing";  Oscar  Wilde's  "Salome", 
and  "The  Boy  David",  by  J.  M.  Barrie. 

F.  Cowles  Strickland,  who  guided  the  Civic  group 
through  its  successful  season  last  winter,  is  back  this 
year  as  director,  and  is  making  plans  for  the  theatre's 
biggest  year. 

All  of  these  organizations  have  expressed  a desire 
to  cooperate  with  The  Old  Line  in  bringing  you  current 
information  on  the  very  best  that  you  may  find  in  enter- 
tainment. We  only  hope  that  we  may  help  to  turn  a 
dull  afternoon  or  evening  into  one  of  interest,  entertain- 
ment, and  value  to  you. 
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As  We  See  It 


FT  us  start  with  a clear  understanding  of  one  thing.  This,  The  Old  Line, 


is  your  magazine.  Those  of  you  who  have  just  come  here,  and  those 
who  have  been  here  before  own  The  Old  Line  completely.  It  is  not  a 
unique  possession;  the  undergraduates  of  nearly  every  medium-sized  college 
in  the  country  have  a magazine  which  is  theirs.  But  it  should  be  a valuable 
possession.  Whether  or  not  it  will  be  is  squarely  up  to  you. 

The  purpose  of  The  Old  Line,  as  we  see  it,  is  to  provide  a potential 
outlet  for  the  efforts  of  anyone  who  feels  that  he  has  literary  or  artistic 
abilities.  We  do  not  feel  that  this  magazine  is  more  important  than  any 
other  organization.  Just  as  not  everyone  can  play  football,  and  not  everyone 
can  excel  in  dramatics,  it  cannot  be  expected  that  everyone  should  be  able 
to  prepare  copy  for  the  printed  page.  But  there  are  many  of  you — perhaps 
you  do  not  even  realize  it  yourselves — who  have  real  literary  abilities.  And 
you  are  cheating  yourselves  if  you  do  not  exercise  them. 

It  is  patent  that  no  publication  can  be  run  without  someone  in  charge  to 
judge  and  edit  copy,  to  meet  with  printers,  and  to  discharge  the  duties  of 
actually  bringing  the  publication  to  press.  For  that  reason  those  of  us  whose 
names  appear  early  on  these  pages  are  temporarily  in  charge  of  The  Old  Line. 
But  we  do  not  want  you,  any  of  you  to  feel  that  because  your  name  is  not 
on  the  masthead  yet  that  you  are  necessarily  excluded  from  contributing 
your  ideas  and  your  work  to  the  magazine.  On  the  contrary,  the  one  thing 
that  we  want  unequivocally  and  at  all  times  is  for  you,  knowing  The  Old 
Line  to  be  your  natural  heritage  as  a student  here,  to  want  to  make  it  more 
personally  yours  because  it  contains  your  ideas  and  your  thoughts. 

It  is  an  easy  thing  to  criticize;  it  is  a good  thing  to  criticize  constructively; 
but  it  is  a really  fine  thing  to  lend  a hand  in  an  attempt  to  improve.  In  past 
years,  The  Old  Line  has,  though  not  alone,  been  in  for  a great  deal  of 
criticism.  Much  of  it  has  been  justified.  Now  we  are  sincerely  trying  to 
sift  out  the  objections  to  our  contents  and  style,  always  with  the  hope  that 
we  can  do  something  to  make  your  magazine  a little  bit  better.  But  unless 
you  aid  the  improvement  with  your  ideas  and  your  contributions,  there 
can  be  no  improved  Old  Line;  there  can  be  no  Old  Line  at  all. 

In  general  our  policy  will  be  this:  to  maintain  as  nice  a balance  between 
humor  and  seriousness  as  possible;  to  make  the  Old  Line  of  local  interest, 
dealing  with  what  you  like  and  what  you  are  interested  in;  to  welcome  all 
contributions  and  suggestions,  and  to  give  them  all  an  even  break;  and  to 
do  everything  we  can  to  make  this  a continuously  better  publication.  With 
your  help  all  of  these  things  can  and  will  be  done. 

It  is  not  hard  to  hear  many  of  you  saying,  "Why  should  I spend  my 
time  trying  to  write  something  for  The  Old  Line,  when  I don't  even  know 
for  sure  that  you  will  print  it?"  That  is  a hard  question  to  meet.  The  answer 
does  not  seem  to  lie  in  logic.  But  this  much  is  true.  There  is  much  to  be 
had  from  your  four  college  years  that  does  not  come  from  books  or  lectures. 
Paramount  as  their  importance  is,  there  is  something  else  here;  something 
that  makes  boys  wear  themselves  to  deep  weariness  practicing  what,  in  the 
end,  is  only  a game;  something  that  makes  people  work  late  into  the  night 
preparing  a play  or  meeting  a deadline.  And  you  will  never  know  how 
worth  the  effort  it  is  until  you  have  joined  in  it  yourself.  Probably  it  has 
something  to  do  with  pride  or  ego,  but  it  remains  that  few  things  can  touch 
the  satisfaction  that  comes  from  doing  a thing  the  way  you  know  darn  well 
it  ought  to  be  done. 

There  are  many  things  to  do  at  Maryland.  Working  with  The  Old  Line 
is  only  one.  We  hope  that  many  of  you  will  want  to  be  on  it,  and  we  hope 
that  all  of  you  will  like  it.  • — J.  H. 
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Where  Were  Vou 
When-  The 
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Twenty 
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He  rolled  over  again  and  faced  the 
window.  His  heart  was  drumming, 
drumming,  drumming  in  the  dark- 
ness. All  that  coffee.  . . . No  wonder 
he  couldn't  sleep.  . . . Tomorrow 
would  certainly  be  a lovely  day.  . . . 
Bloodshot  eyes,  puffed  lids,  and  that 
sharp  tiredness  of  muscles  unrested. 
. . . Funny,  he  felt  so  good  now.  . . . 
But  in  the  morning  he'd  feel  rotten. 
. . . Must  be  a matter  of  the  body's 
letting  down  and  then  being  forced 
to  snap  back  too  soon.  . . . He 
coughed  and  rolled  over  on  his  back 
again.  That  cough.  . . . Too  many 
cigarettes.  . . . Should  let  up.  . . . His 
lungs  hadn't  been  feeling  so  good 
lately.  . . . That  sharp  pain  which  he 
felt  in  the  mornings  recently.  . . . 
Should  go  see  the  Doc  about  it.  . . . 
He'd  say  cut  out  cigarettes,  late  hours 


NOCTURNE 

and  coffee.  . . . Better  not  see  him. 

He  sat  up  and  groped  for  matches 
and  cigarettes  in  the  dark.  How  un- 
familiar everything  is  when  one  can't 
see.  The  match  flared  up,  hurt  his 
eyes.  . . . Smoke  filled  hungry  lungs. 
...  A big,  red,  shapeless  blotch 
floated  in  the  darkness  before  his 
eyes.  . . . Flitted  around  in  front  of 
his  eyes  wherever  he  looked.  . . . He 
closed  his  eyes.  It  was  still  there. 
Eye  strain.  . . . Muscles  contract  too 
fast  . . . Should  wear  glasses  oftener. 
. . . Those  headaches  were  probably 
caused  by  eye-strain.  . . . Just  couldn't 
get  in  the  habit  of  putting  them  on. 
. . . Couldn't  keep  them  on  when  he 
did.  . . . Hurt  his  ears,  anyway.  . . . 
Oh,  well,  the  hell  with  it.  . . . He 
pulled  hard  on  his  cigarette  and 
located  the  imitation  chromium  ash- 


tray in  the  light  of  the  hotly-glowing 
end.  . . . Clatter.  . . . Almost  knocked 
it  off  the  night-table.  . . . Hoped  he 
wasn't  bothering  anyone.  . . . 

Listened.  . . . The  house  was  still.  . . . 
His  mother  coughed  a chest-shatter- 
ing cough  now  and  then.  . . . The 
springs  in  his  father's  bed  creaked 
and  groaned  at  intervals  as  he  con- 
sciously or  unconsciously  tried  to 
find  a position  in  which  his  arthritic 
joints  did  not  fill  his  night  with  white- 
hot  barbs  of  shooting  pain. 

He  crunched  the  cigarette  in  the 
ashtray.  . . . Why  was  his  mind 
always  so  active?  . . Did  other  people 
experience  the  same  seeking  ques- 
tioning he  did?  ...  A moot  question. 
. . . One  couldn't  tell.  . . . Couldn't 
ask  them.  ...  Too  intimate  a ques- 

(Continued  on  page  28) 


"Hey,  Coach!  What  I do  now,  Coach!?" 
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RUSH  GUSH 

Being  an  accurate  account  of  what  you  Frosh  gals  have  to  look  forward  to  two  weeks  of. 


(A  possessive  Zeta  Theta  steers 
me,  a rushee,  down  the  library  steps 
and  into  a big  blue  sedan  stopping 
traffic  from  both  directions.) 

In  case  I have  forgotten,  she  is 
Alice  and  she'd  like  me  to  meet 
Barabara.  I am  Marilyn.  I'm  afraid 

she  misunderstands.  I am  Evelyn. 

Oh,  yes  of  course,  Carolyn,  (we 
squeeze  out  of  the  jam  and  start  down 
the  hill).  Wasn't  it  nasty  out  yester- 
day, and  isn't  it  good  the  sun  is  out 
today?  Yes,  it  was,  it  is.  How  do  I 
like  college  so  far.  Well,  I haven't 
had  much  of  a chance  to — Yes,  she 
knows  how  that  is — so  much  con- 
fusion at  first.  Why,  she  remembers 
when  she  was  a Freshman — Well, 
here  we  are. 

When  she  was  a freshman — won't 
I come  in?  I am  Marilyn,  no  Carolyn. 
This  is  Grace.  Won't  I bring  my 
things  back  here?  (Takes  my  coat, 
and  makes  a motion  toward  the 
closet,  which  is  already  bulging  out 
into  the  room.  Finally  folds  it  into  a 
knot  and  tosses  it  on  a couch  already 
heaped.)  Let  her  see,  I am  Marilyn. 
All  right,  I am.  My  hair  is  lovely. 
She  doesn't  know  how  I keep  it  in 
curl.  Well,  it's  very-  Tea?  Yes,  I 
will.  . . . Here  I am.  Now  won't  I sit 
here?  I will  (and  do).  What  college? 
Arts  and  Sciences.  A & S?  So  is 
she — So  are  lots  of  other  girls.  . . . 
Yes,  quite  likely.  . . . Yes  . . . Nancy, 
my  dear.  She  simply  must  meet  me 
and  won't  I excuse  her.  I will. 

Isn't  it  true  that  I'm  the  new  transfer 
from  Nevada?  No,  I'm  not.  Now 
isn't  that  funny.  Why  did  she  think 
I was?  . . . Have  I ever  been  in 
Nevada?  No.  Lovely  place.  . . . Not 
many  people  though.  No,  not  many 
people.  . . . Won't  I have  a cigarrette? 
No,  I don't  care  for  one.  . . . Won't  I 
have  more  tea?  No,  again  I don't 
care.  . . . Betty,  dear!  She  wants  her 
to  know  me.  We'll  love  each  other. 
How  do  I do.  How  does  she  do. 

Cigarrette?  No  thanks.  What? 
Don't  I smoke.  No,  I don't.  She 


admires  me,  but  she'll  bet  her  last 
match  that  I'll  be  smoking  by  the 
time  finals  are  over.  I doubt  it.  . . . 
She  finds  that  very  few  girls  at  col- 
lege are  non-smokers.  . . . Do  I know 
she  really  thinks  that — Isn't  my  brace- 
let cute.  Cutest  thing  she's  seen. 
Won't  Corrine  come  in  and  see  it? 
Corrine.  Corrine!  She  was  here  a 
minute  ago.  Won't  I excuse,  etc. 

Did  I enjoy  the  tea?  Yes  ...  Was 
someone  sitting  beside  me?  Well — 
Then  she  would.  She  used  to  know 
a girl  in  Pittsburgh  who  is  the  living 
image  of  me.  Is  that  so?  Of  course 
I can't  be  the  same  one.  No,  I'm  from 


:_zz) 


Cumberland.  Cumberland?  Well, 
she  and  I have  loads  in  common!  Do 
I know  Sue  and  Sally  Van  Bump? 
No,  I — Or  George  Hoyt?  Noooo?  Do 
I know  a Bill  Green?  No.  That's 
right.  He  lives  in  Cambridge.  She 
always  gets  them  mixed  up.  Oh,  heh 
heh.  . . . Have  I finished  my  tea? 
Yes.  Well  then  she'll  take  my  cup 
(and  disappear). 

I'm  a freshman,  too,  aren't  I.  Yes, 
for  heaven's  sake  sit  here.  Isn't  this 
deadly?  Talk  about  deadly — 

She  just  knows  I like  music.  Well, 
I'm  not  exactly  a jitterbug.  Oh,  not 
that  kind  of  music!  (Yanks  me  to  my 


feet  and  ushers  me  over  to  the  piano 

group.)  Here's  a song  book.  She'll 
find  the  place.  Hmm.  Deah  ole 
Zeta  Theta,  none  could  evah  be 
greata.  It's  in  here  somewhere. 
We'll  always  rata  Zeta  Theta  for  . . . 
Here  it  is.  Ay!  Who  says  I can't 
sing.  I have  the  voice  of  Swarthout. 
Well  not  quite.  Must  Ada  go?  How 
horrible!  They're  lost  without  Ada. 
She's  their  only  piano  player.  Do  I 
play?  No.  Does  she,  or  she,  or  she? 
How  about  her?  Good,  she  plays! 
. . . Heavens,  will  I listen  to  that! 
Can't  she  play  anything  but  "It  Looks 
Like  Rain  in  Cherry  Blossom  Lane"? 
Oh  Lord! 

May  she  borrow  me  a minute,  tee 
hee.  She  wants  to  present  Alice,  tee 
hee.  Okay  I'm  game,  how  does  she 
do.  How  do  I do.  Heard  so  much 
about  . . . This  is  Martha.  How  do  I 
do.  Has  a hat  like  mine  she  got  a 
year  ago.  This  is  Corrinne.  How 
does  she  do  . . . and  I don't  mind  if 
she  takes  it  off  and  looks  at  it.  Peggy. 
How  do  I do.  She  do.  Mary.  How 
. . . And  Gertrude.  How  is  she? 
A&S?  Yes.  Transfer?  No.  Smoke? 
No.  Diamondback  staff?  Heavens 
my  bracelet.  Relatives  in  Laurel? 
no!  Saturday?  No.  Sunday.  Here's 
Not  that  I know.  Daydodger?  Yes. 
Merlhaptuk  at  the  game  Saturday? 
Yes,  wasn't  it?  Philungmat  after 
dark.  Yes,  doesn't  it?  Rasto?  Yes. 
Bilk?  Well  . . . Fadl?  No.  Anytime 
I want  to  leave  . . . 

Better  get  my  coat  now.  From 
Cumberland?  Yes — Just  getting  my 
coat.  Know  Pearl  Famish?  No,  and 
now  I hate  to  leave.  Don't  have  to. 
Must.  Really?  Must.  Coat,  Caro- 
lyn. Very  nice  time.  They're  glad 
to  have  met.  . . . See  me  to  the  car. 
It's  not  necessary  really.  Yes,  no 
trouble.  Starting  to  rain.  Corrinne 
wants  to  say  goodby.  Goodby, 
goodby.  Get  wet?  Thanks.  Need 
umbrella?  SLAM! 

Oh,  God!  And  this  is  only  Monday. 

T.  St.  C. 
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QUESTIONEER 

By  Mickey  MacDonald 


1.  If  someone  pointed  out  Margaret  Brent  to  you  on 
the  campus  your  obvious  reply  would  be: 

a.  Boy — she's  all  right. 

b.  Certainly  is  a long  walk  up  there. 

c.  Say,  I knew  her  when — 

2.  The  Diamondback  is  familiar  to  Marylanders  be- 
cause it  is: 

a.  A small,  lazy  animal. 

b.  A so-called  news-paper. 

c.  A pawn  shop. 

3.  Rat  is  an  apt  definition  of: 

a.  Your  roommate. 

b.  The  guy  who  stole  your  gal. 

c.  Tender  young  creatures  who  have  just  matricu- 
lated in  this  institution  of  higher  learning. 

4.  Emanuel  Zalesak  is  known  to  all,  as  he  is: 

a.  Chairman  of  the  Board  of  Regents. 

b.  A football  hero. 

c.  King  of  the  Grill. 

5.  Smart  girls  steer  clear  of: 

a.  Dean  Stamp's  office. 

b.  The  Press  Box. 

c.  B.M.O.C.* 

*(Big  man  on  campus.) 

6.  The  statue  over  Morrill  Hall  is: 

a.  Always  winking  at  Co-eds. 

b.  A light-haired  guy  named  Gus. 

c.  Former  U.  S.  Congressman. 

7.  "Mike"  would  be  safely  encountered  if  greeted 
with  the  phrase: 

1.  Gus  sent  me — it's  O.K. 

2.  Nice  doggie — please  don't  bite  me. 

3.  Yes  sir — I won't  do  it  again,  sir! 

8.  The  airport  is  a great  place  to  study: 

1.  Engineering. 

2.  Bird  life. 

3.  Geography. 

9.  The  true  meaning  of  S.  G.  A.  is: 

1.  Some  Gal,  Ace. 

2.  Stoogent  Government  Association. 

3.  Sour  Grapes  All  right! 

10.  To  make  a hit  with  Dr.  Truitt  one  would  present 
him  with: 

1.  Oyster  in  the  half  shell. 

2.  Mathematical  research  on  promenades. 

3.  Sea-sick  students  at  Solomon's  Island. 

11.  Ralph  Williams  runs  a: 

a.  Date  bureau. 

b.  Butter  and  egg  dispensary. 

c.  Miscellaneous  department. 

12.  "Freshman  Mixer"  is  associated  with: 

1.  Kitchen  equipment  for  Home  Economics. 


2.  Too  many  ugly  men  looking  for  beautiful 
women. 

3.  Trying  to  find  a room  number  in  the  A & S 
Building. 

13.  Calvert  Hall  is  known  to  all  for  its: 

1 . Auctions,  etc. 

2.  Quiet,  studious  atmosphere. 

3.  Ping  pong  tournaments. 

14.  The  word  "Rossbourg"  brings  to  mind: 

1.  Non-political  chemistry  society. 

2.  Home  town  in  Pennsylvania. 

3.  Swing — Pro  & Con. 

15.  The  Footlight  Club  is  famous  for  its: 

a.  Floor  shows. 

b.  Petticoat  fever. 

c.  Just  kidding,  but  they're  still  trying. 

16.  The  University  of  Maryland  entrance  requirements 
include: 

a.  Blue  eyes  and  brown  hair. 

b.  A high  school  diploma. 

c.  Two  foos  and  a fifth  of  Calvert. 

17.  In  choosing  a sorority  the  most  important  thing 
to  look  for  is: 

1 . The  most  girls  your  size  who  have  smart 
clothes. 

2.  The  scholastic  rating. 

3.  The  house  with  the  best  cook. 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  &?  Line  Plates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  1 9 T H STREET,  N.  W. 

Washington,  D.  C. 
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"We  Delts  feel  we  have  a really  well-rounded  group  here.” 


IRONY 

Once  upon  a time  a freshman  ar- 
rived upon  a campus  laden  down 
with  ultra-ultra  ideas  of  college  life. 
His  mental  picture  of  it  was  a brilliant 
blur  of  snappy  scenes:  raccoon  coats, 
cheerleaders,  gorgeous  gals,  frat  men 
riding  around  in  open  roadsters,  foot- 
ball games  in  which  he  starred  as 
hero. 

By  the  end  of  the  first  semester 
the  freshman  had  pointed  out  a few 
things  to  himself.  He  decided  that 
raccoon  coats  are  funny  and  that 
coeds  and  fraternity  men  are  people. 
He  didn't  make  the  frosh  football 
team. 

Eventually,  he  graduated. 

Sixteen  years  later  he  loved  to  talk 
about  college  to  his  boys.  "Those 
were  the  good  old  days"— It  was  fun 
to  reminisce  and  the  kids  ate  it  up. 
They  didn't  have  a very  clear  idea  of 
their  pop's  college,  just  a vague, 
glittering  impression  of  campus  coeds 
and  swanky  fraternities  and  tense  last 
minute  plays,  with  Pop  making  the 
final  touchdowns. 

— B.  Paterson. 


Mary  Jones,  here  lies  her  bones, 
For  her  death  had  no  terrors, 

Born  a good  girl,  died  a good  girl, 
No  runs,  no  hits,  no  errors. 


TIME  SAVED  * MONEY  SAVED 

Let  us  take  care  of  all  your  food 
problems  and  save  your  time  — 

We  have  the  merchandise  and 
facilities  for  serving  you.  We  are 
as  near  to  you  as  your  telephone. 


CARR  bros,  & BOSWELL,  m. 

HYATTSVILLE  AND  RIVERDALE 


FREE!! 

39c  CAN  OF  JOHNSON’S 

WAX 

WITH  PURCHASE  OF  1 

LB. 

39c  CAN  JOHNSON’S  “GLOCOAT” 

WITH  PURCHASE  OF  I 

PT. 

also  FLOOR  SANDERS  AND 

EDGERS 

FOR  RENT 

Hyattsville  Hardware  Co. 
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ervice  in  its  &ntiretu  at  the 

UNIVERSITY  BEAUTY  SALON 


Opposite  Main  Gate 
Drive-in  Shopping  Center 
Tel.  BErwyn  670  Open  9 to  9 


Every  head  individually  styled  to  suit 
the  individual.  Popular  prices. 


L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 

Fraternity  Badges  • Fraternity  Jewelry 
Novelties,  Favors,  Stationery 
Medals,  Cups,  Trophies  • Class  Rings  & Pins 
Club  Pins  • Buttons  • Convention  Badges 

204  International  Building 
1319  F St.,  N.  W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 

TELEPHONE  NATIONAL  1045 
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chairs,  our  few  carefully  preserved  students  are  left 
to  their  pursuit  of  knowledge,  and  the  swingsters 
"Little  Peach"  up  or  down  the  hill  to  lend  an  ear  as 
B.  Goodman  beats  it  on  out  from  the  nearest  static  box. 

5:20  P.  M.:  Dinner.  See  remarks  under  heading 
"12:20''. 

6:15  P.  M:  Many  girls  emerge  en  masse  from  the 
dining  hall  and  equally  as  many  boys  drape  them- 
selves over  the  steps  and  perch  precariously  on  the 
traditional  "give-em-the-once-over"  iron  rail  trying  to 
think  of  some  economical  way  to  avoid  studying.  They 
could  swing  it  on  down  to  the  Grill  and  get  a coke  and 
play  the  nickleodeon,  but  that  costs  money.  Or  they 
could  grab  a date  and  truck  on  up  to  the  dorm  and 
listen  to  the  radio  freebee.  "T.  Dorsey  is  on  at  6:30", 
they  say  to  an  approachable  female,  "How's  about  us 
going  up  to  the  'Rec'  hall  and  grabbing  a couch  and 
listening?"  The  girl,  if  she's  a co-ed,  will  acquiesce, 
and  if  she's  not,  what  the  heck  is  she  doing  in  the 
dining  hall  anyway!  Thus  the  study  problem  is  as  un- 
thought of  as  the  waltz  'til  Miss  Gross  pointedly  requests 
that  they  seek  other  havens  at  7:30. 

10:00  P.  M.:  Promptly  on  the  second  as  the  bell  rings 
announcing  the  end  of  quiet  hour,  the  radios  in  every 
dorm  room  blare  out  the  Big  Appier's  delight.  Weary 
students  slowly  close  ponderous  volumes,  remove  horn- 
rimmed specs,  and  stiffly  point  that  truckin'  finger  for 
action.  As  they  swing  into  the  groove  with  "A  Tisket, 
A Tasket",  they  relax  and  forget  formulas,  Emerson's 
Essays,  and  the  American  Revolution.  Sweet  girlish 
voices  blend  in  harmony  as  their  possessors  shag 
madly  from  one  end  of  the  corridor  to  another  getting 
ready  for  that  Friday  night  swing  session  in  the  Armory. 
Maryland  students  would  never  be  able  to  settle  down 
to  another  two  hours  of  hard  work  at  10:30  if  they  didn't 
have  swing  to  help  them  relax  during  noisy  hour. 

10:45  P.  M.:  The  still  weary  students  peck  on  into 
downy  beds  and  draw  the  covers  up  tight  to  keep  out 
the  lovely  Maryland  weather.  Quiet  hour  is  upon  them 
and  the  two  dorms  on  that  long,  high  hill  slowly  darken 
and  are  still.  Softly  and  skillfully  Guy  Lombardo's 
smooth  music  fills  the  darkness  as  the  gals  risk  a 
campus  to  be  lulled  to  sleep  by  sweet  swing. 


Always  Welcome 

FEDERAL  DINERS 


Tasty  Food  at  Popular  Prices 

( Dinner  Dancing) 
HYATTSVILLE 


BERWYN 


"I  haven't  time  for  a haircut  . . . just  change  the  oil." 

HARPER,  '42 

"Flat  Foot  Floogie  with  a ...  Hi,  son!  You  going  down 
to  the  Gym-Armory,  too?  Swell.  Walk  along  with  you. 
Flat  Foot  Floog  . . . How  about  all  this?  Don't  it  give 
you  a laugh?  All  these  green  kids  coming  to  enroll  . . . 
Who  me?  Yeah,  I'm  just  starting  here  myself.  Harper's 
the  name  . . . Johnson?  Yeah.  How  are  ya?  But  just 
look  at  'em.  Somebody  oughta  put  'em  wise.  You  don't 
get  all  dressed  up  for  this  like  it  was  something  special. 
Just  take  it  in  your  stride's  my  motto.  Hi,  Bud  . . . Me 
know  him?  Well  I should  say  so.  Who  doesn't  know 
Jim  Meade?  Why,  I remember  one  game  in  Baltimore 
last  year — but  that's  old  stuff  by  now.  You'll  find  out 
all  about  Bud.  Just  stick  with  me  . . . Now  I don't  mean 
you  should  just  sit  back  and  not  make  an  effort  to  meet 
people.  But  take  a tip  from  me,  never  go  out  of  your  way 
for  'em.  That's  my  game  . . . My  roommate?  He's 
O.  K.  I guess.  Doesn't  say  much.  One  of  these  'this 
half  of  the  room's  mine'  guys.  But  I won't  be  putting  up 
with  that  much  longer  . . . Oh,  I'll  move  to  the  frat  house 
of  course  . . . Not  exactly,  but  I've  got  an  idea.  I'm 
gonna  be  fair  with  'em  though.  Give  every  house  a 
chance  is  my  motto.  Then  I'll  go  ahead  . . . Hah!  No 
chance  of  that!  If  they  haven't  heard  about  me  yet, 
they  will  as  soon  as  practice  starts  ...  I know,  I know. 
Athletics  ain't  everything,  but  combined  with  social 
assets.  You  shoulda  seen  me  in  high  school.  President 
of  Kappa  Nu,  that's  me.  Some  pin  you've  got  there  . . . 
Phi  Delt,  huh?  Never  heard  of  it.  Don't  you  worry.  If 
you're  lucky  you'll  get  a bid  and  you  can  pawn  that. 
Here  we  are.  Just  follow  me.  What  college  you  enroll- 
ing in?  . . . Whadaya  mean  'not  enrolling'?  You  ain't 


running  out  now  . . . What — you  an  upperclassman? 
Quit  kiddin'  me.  They  don't  come  down  to  look  us  over 
until  this  mess  is  all  finished.  Who  do  you  think  you're 
kidding?  . . . Yeah.  Harper,  that's  me  . . . Yeah.  And 
Johnson,  that's  you — My  God — Johnson!  . . . Not  Eddie 
Johnson!  . . . Not  S.  G.  A.  prexy  Johnson!  . . . Yeah? 
Ohhh  ..." 

RUSH— STUFF 

Down  at  the  A.T.O.  house  the  boys  were  all  more 
charming  than  usual.  Not  that  they  don't  always  act 
like  an  army  out  of  Esquire,  but  it's  different  when  a 
bumper  crop  of  freshmen  is  down  for  dinner. 

With  one  laughing  crowd  of  rushees  and  members, 
an  adolescent  looking  lad  in  a baggy  blue  sweater 
slipped  through  the  door. 

"Well,  bud,  glad  to  see  you,"  bellowed  Jack,  who  by 
this  time  had  grabbed  the  bewildered  boy  by  the  arm 
and  started  toward  another  bunch  who  loitered  around 
the  recording  machine. 

"Fellahs,  I'd  like  you  to  know I'm  terribly  sorry, 

but  I don't  believe  I remember  your  name.  It's  right  on 
the  tip  of  my  tongue  too.  Isn't  it,  Joe — ?" 

There  was  an  awful  pause.  Jack  cursed  the  record 
for  stopping  right  at  that  moment.  Ye  Gods,  wouldn't 
the  kid  ever  speak?  He  smiled  with  relief  when  he  saw 
him  start  to  answer. 

"Lissen,  mister,  I don't  get  all  this  stuff.  I just  came 
over  to  tell  you  Ma  says  can  you  give  her  back  our 
silver?  You've  had  it  a week,  and  the  Kappas  want  to 
use  it." 


"Come  on,  Diogenes,  how  about  holding  that  lamp 
a little  closer?" 


MILITARY  OBJECTIVE! 


r Journo  was  when  the  only  part  chil- 
dren were  allowed  to  pla\  in  war 
was  to  give  up  certain  food  their  little 
bodies  needed  so  that  the  troops  could 
have  it. 

That  was  in  the  unenlightened  days 
before  airplanes  and  delayed-fuse 
hornhs. 

Vou  the  kiddies  are  permitted  to 
die  just  like  their  daddies.  Today  they 
are  military  objectives  to  he  blown 
to  bits  by  bombs,  to  be  buried  in  the 
ruins  of  their  schools,  to  be  raked  h\ 
inacbine-gun  fire  as  they  cling  to  their 


mothers  skirts. 

Thus,  the  world  progresses.  I’hus, 
the  science  of  mass-production  mur- 
der becomes  more  proficient.  I'll  ns. 
war  loses  its  last  vestige  of  so-called 
“glamour.” 

\\  ith  slaughter  of  these  innocents 
an  admitted  part  of  military  strategy, 
war  can  no  longer  be  condoned  by 
any  sane  and  decent  person,  'i  et  many 
people  >till  shake  their  beads  hope- 
lessly and  say  : "What  can  I do?  How 
can  I prevent  yvar?” 

Next  time  you  tuck  your  youngster 


into  his  crib  look  at  him  and  <ee  if 
\ our  heart  will  accept  such  a defeatist 
attitude.  Rather,  accept  this  truth 
that  if  enough  people  say  : “There 
must  he  no  more  war!”,  there  will  be 
no  more  war! 

\\  orld  Peaceways  is  a non-profit, 
non-crank  organization  that  has  made 
definite  progress  in  maintaining  peace 
and  is  determined  to  do  more.  Vi  e 
need  help  — your  help.  W by*  not  sit 
down  right  now  and  drop  us  a line? 
Write  to  World  Peacew’avs,  103  Park 
Avenue.  New  York  Citv. 
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the  Vandals  were  connoisseurs  of  art  compared  to  the 
frog-voiced  and  tone-deaf  Boswells  and  Fitzgeralds  who 
mud  the  fount  of  minstrelsy  in  this  brave  new  world  of 
ours.  Even  now,  as  I write  this,  the  radio  would  have 
given  me,  for  my  delectation  (if  I had  not  been  too 
quick  for  it)  "the  latest  swing  version  of  Tchaikowsky's 
Arab  Dance!"  Poor  old  Tchaikowsky,  could  he  have 
forseen  what  an  eternity  of  turning  in  his  tomb  lay  in 
store  for  him,  would  either  have  burned  his  works  or 
had  himself  buried  in  a centrifuge  rather  than  a cisket — 
I mean  casket. 

Sure,  I'm  an  old  sourpuss,  but  I wasn't  until  swing 
came  along.  Oh,  for  another  Pied  Piper,  who,  with  the 
diabolical  strains  of  his  "licorice  stick,"  would  lure 
every  last  one  of  the  trucking,  rug-cutting  pests  into  the 
nearest  and  deepest  ocean! 


Woo  DWARD  L OTHROP 

loth,  nth,  F AND  G STREETS 
WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


University  Men 

Smart,  Youthful  Fashions  for 
You  Are  to  be  Found  in 

The  Men’s  Store 

Long  accepted  by  the  young  men  of  Washington  as 
headquarters  for  the  season’s  newest  University  fash- 
ions. Here  you  will  find  such  wanted  materials  as 
the  popular  covert,  such  styles  as  the  three-button 
suit,  good-looking  raglan  topcoats,  finely  patterned 
shirts,  beautiful  ties  in  fact,  almost  everything  a man 
needs  to  be  very  well  dressed.  Fine  quality  and 
unusual  value  at  a price  you  can  afford  to  pay. 

THE  MEN’S  STORE,  SECOND  FLOOR 
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tion.  . . . This  feverish  mental  anquish 
was  a sort  of  prostitution  of  the  in- 
tellect. . . . Nothing  was  accomplished 
by  it.  . . . But  it  never  left  him.  . . . 
Whither  ever  blowing  whence.  . . . 
T.  C.  Wolfe  said.  . . . He  certainly 
exploited  that  phrase  in  "Look  Home- 
ward, Angel".  . . . Maybe  it  was  a 
good  book,  but  it  seemed  to  wind 
down  along  toward  the  end.  . . . 
Excellent  description.  . . . What  was 
that  word  he  used?  . . . Oh,  yes, 
inchoate.  . . . Uncanny.  . . . Whither 
ever  blowing  whence.  . . . That  was 
it.  . . . Maybe.  . . . Perhaps  Michael 
Foster  found  the  right  idea  in  "Ameri- 
can Dream".  . . . He  had  something 
there.  . . . Something  of  which  we 
are  all  conscious.  . . . But  he  got  to 
it  first.  . . . Same  goes  for  Wolfe.  . . . 

The  ticking  of  the  clock  crept  into 
his  consciousness.  ...  It  had  a little 
metallic  ring  as  it  ticked.  . . . Sort  of  a 
pring,  pring,  pring.  . . . The  luminous 
dial  etched  the  blackness  ...  3:15  ..  . 
3:15  to  7.  . . . Three  hours  and  forty- 
five  minutes.  . . . Some  people  don't 
like  clocks  near  them.  . . . Ticking 
gets  on  their  nerves.  Time  slipping 
by  endlessly,  relentlessly.  . . . "Make 
me  a child  again  just  for  tonight".  . . . 
Better  hadn't  think  about  that.  . . . Just 
add  another  complex.  . . . Had  too 
many  now.  . . . His  heart  was  faster 
than  the  clock.  . . . One  and  one-half 
thumps  to  a tick.  . . . That  added  up 
to  ninety  beats  a minute.  . . . What 
was  normal  for  the  heart?  . . . Physical 
exam  freshman  year.  . . . Smooth- 
shaven  interne  in  a white  coat.  . . . 
Said  his  heart  was  too  fast.  . . . Blood 
pressure  above  average.  . . . That  was 
lack  of  sleep.  . . If  he  could  only  slow 
down.  . . . Rather,  if  he  only  would. 

. . . He  rolled  over  on  his  side  again. 

. . . His  heart  drumming,  drumming, 
drumming.  . . . Ought  to  cut  out 
coffee.  . . . Heart  seemed  to  say,  "Go 
to  sleep,  Go  to  sleep,  Go  to  sleep". 

. . . Wished  he  could.  . . . The  air  was 
full  of  a dull  smell  from  the  stale  butts 
in  the  ash  tray.  . . . Must  empty  it 
tomorrow.  . . . Wished  he  were  a kid 
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cMey,  fyella  ! ! 
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Get  out  from  under  and  play 
safe  by  taking  your  troubles 
to 

CHANEY’S 

GARAGE 

OPPOSITE  THE  MAIN  GATE 

• • 

again.  . . . Sandman  came  stealing. 
. . . It  was  so  easy  then.  . . . Asleep 
before  he  knew  it.  . . . Why  on  earth 
did  he  drink  all  that  coffee?  . . . 


The  gal  said  that  she  wouldn't  kiss. 
I argued  with  the  little  miss 
And  told  her  that  the  thing  was  done 
All  over  by  most  everyone. 

And  then  I asked  the  miss  to  pet. 
She  said  she  hadn't  done  it  yet 
And  wouldn't  do  it  now  with  me 
If  I argued  till  eternity. 

The  gal  said  positively  no! 

But  then  I took  her  to  a show 
And  afterwards  out  'neath  the  moon. 
"A  kiss?"  "Oh,  maybe.  Pretty  soon." 

N.  H. 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  710  13  St 


Moosp- 
the  toi*'1 


These  are  the  smartest  socks  we’ve  ever  had 
the  pleasure  to  offer  college  men.  Rugged 
wool  fellows  that  have  that  bra’  "Tweedy” 
feel  of  Scotland,  the  casual  swank  of  Eng- 
land yet  are  as  All  American  as  "Yankee 
Doodle”  and  Pork-and-Beans.  Bold  vigorous 
patterns — plaids,  cross-stripes,  figures.  Qual- 
ity all  through.  If  you  like  the  look  and  feel 
of  the  McCoy  in  socks — you  can't  resist 
these  new  "Maines” — "Topper”  length  or 


full,  or  any  of  the  other  swank  wools  which 
Realsilk  offers  this  fall. 

Sold  by  Realsilk  college  men  on  your  own 
campus — some  of  the  40,000  college  students 
who  have  paid  or  are  paying  all  or  part  of 
their  way  through  college  by  representing 
this  company.  There  may  be  an  opportu- 
nity on  your  campus  for  you.  Write  C.  W. 
Price,  College  Sales  Manager,  real  silk 
hosiery  mills,  INC.,  Indianapolis,  Ind. 
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IN  200  COLLEGES  AND  UNIVERSITIES 


'CAMELS 
NEVER  GET  ON 
YOUR  NERVES' 


MAN  THROWS  LION!  Mel 
Koontz,  noted  lion  and  tiger  tamer, 
schools  " big  cats”  for  Hollywood 
lilms.  Sketch  {left  shows  Mel  meet- 
ing t he  lunge  of  a savage  450 -pound 
beast.  That's  where  nerve-power 
tells  — as  Mel  knows!  He  says  this: 
"Camels  don't  jangle  my  nerves  — 
my  mind  is  at  rest  as  to  that ! Camels 
are  milch  r — the  natural  mildness 
that’s  grown  right  in  the  tobacco. 
We  animal  tamers  stick  to  Camels!” 


Folks  who  risk  their  lives 
as  a matter  of  course 
are  careful  in  their  choice 
of  a cigarette.  They  say: 


PEOPLE  DO  APPRECIATE  THE  COSTLIER  TOBACCOS  IN  CAMELS 


THEY  ARE  THE  LARGEST-SELLING  CIGARETTE  IN  AMERICA 


Planter  David 
E.  Wells  knows 
< every  phase  of 

tobacco  culture 
. . . the  "inside” 
story  of  tobacco  quality.  "At 
sale  after  sale,”  he  says, 
"Camel  buys  up  my  finest 
grades  at  top  prices.  It’s 
natural  for  most  planters 
like  me  to  smoke  Camels.” 


"I  ought  to  know 
finer  tobaccos 
make  finer  ciga- 
rettes, ” says 
grower  John  T. 
Caraway.  "I’ve  been  smok- 
ing Camels  for  23  years. 
Camel  pays  more  to  get  my 
finest  tobacco  — many’s  the 
year.  Camels  are  the  big  fa- 
vorite with  planters  here.” 


Copyright,  1938,  R.  J.  Reynold  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 


(Right)  CRASHING  A PLANE 
through  a house  is  the  spectacu- 
lar specialty  of Stunt  Pilot  Frank 
Frakes.  And,  at  this  writing,  he's 
done  it  53  times  — on  movie  loca- 
tions, at  exhibitions.  Time  after 
time,  with  his  life  actually  in  his 
hands,  it’s  easy  to  understand 
why  Pilot  Frakes  says:  ”1  take 
every  precaution  to  keep  my 
nerves  steady  as  a rock.  Natu- 
rally, I’m  particular  about  the 
cigarette  I smoke.  And  you  can 
bet  my  choice  is  Camel.  I can 
smoke  as  many  as  I want  and  feel 
fresh; never  a bit  jittery  or  upset.” 


Camels  are 
a matchless  blend 
of  finer, 

MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS 
— Turkish  and 
Domestic 


Meet  these  men  who 
live  with  tobacco  from 
planting  to  marketing— 
and  note  the  cigarette 
they  smoke 


"Most  tobacco 
planters  I know 
prefer  Camels,” 
says  grower 
Tony  Strick- 
land, "because  Camel  buys 
the  fine  grades  of  tobacco  — 
my  own  and  those  of  other 
growers.  And  Camel  bids 
high  to  get  these  finer  lots. 
It’s  Camels  for  me  !” 


(Above)  THREE  TIMES 
Lou  Meyer  won  the  Indian- 
apolis auto-racing  classic 
— only  driver  in  history  to 
achieve  this  amazing  tripie- 
test  of  nerve  control.  Hesays: 
"My  nerves  must  be  every  bit 
as  sound  as  the  motor  in  my 
racer.  That’s  why  I go  for 
Camels. They  never  geton  my 
nerves  a bit.  Camels  take  first 
place  with  me  for  mildness!” 


{Left)  THRILLING  STUNTS 
for  the  movies!  lone  Reed 
needs  healthy  nerves!  Naturally, 
Miss  Reed  chooses  her  ciga- 
rette with  care.  "My  nerves.” 
she  says,  "must  be  right  — and 
no  mistake!  So  I stick  to 
Camels.  Even  smoking  Camels 
steadily  doesn't  bother  my 
nerves.  In  fact.  Camels  give  me 
a giand  sense  of  comfort.  And 
they  taste  so  good!  Stunt  men 
and  women  favor  Camels.” 
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To  Our  Grads 


Here's  an  oldie  we  found  in  the  office  which 
some  of  you  may  have  seen  in  Gardner  Brooks' 
Junior  Prom  Issue  of  1936. 

For  us  it  seemed  to  typify  the  Old  Guard 
and  that  happy  Spirit  of  Homecoming,  so  we  gave 
it  a re-run. 

To  Johnny  Bell,  Sam  Leishear,  Bob  Litschert 
and  Joel  Hutton  we  say,  "Thanks  for  posing — " and 
to  all  our  alumnae, 


“Welcome  to  Homecoming 


^ 
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Russian  Story 

an  epic 
by 

SAIMOVITCH  GUYSKY 

Comrade  Vhupinkoff  looked  nervously  from  the 
window.  Behind  his  dark  beard  he  scowled  and  drew 
heavy  black  curtains  across  the  window. 

"I  must  go  through  with  it?"  he  said  heavily. 

"It  is  for  the  cause,"  said  Vottsky. 

"Nothing  must  stop  the  cause." 

"Nothing." 

"Borsch!  That  I should  stoop  to  this.  If  my  poor 
mother  in  Petrograd  should  know." 

"It  is  for  the  cause,"  Vottsky  said  simply. 

Vhupinkoff  stroked  his  heavy  beard.  "No  one  can 
overhear  us?" 

"No  one.” 

He  walked  to  the  table.  With  stoic  calm  he  surveyed 
the  black  box.  He  picked  it  up  carefully  and  shook  it. 

"This  is  the — instrument?" 

Vottsky  nodded.  "It  is  for  the  cause,"  he  said  with 
finality. 

"All  right,"  Vhupinkoff  assented  staring  into  the 
mirror.  "The  deed  shall  be  done.  It  is  a disgrace  to  a 
thousand  generations  of  Vhupinkoffs.  It  will  be  my 
ruin.  But  the  cause  must  come  first." 

Vottsky  nodded. 

Comrade  Vhupinkoff  looked  dolefully  into  the  mirror 
a last  time;  he  hissed  something  obscurely  profane 
under  his  heavy  beard. 

"Guard  the  door  with  your  life,"  he  said.  Then  he 
walked  into  the  bathroom  and  carefully  opened  the 
little  black  box  and  more  carefully  still  he  shaved  off 
his  beard. 


SPORT  CENTER 

"WHERE  SPORTSMEN  MEET" 


Washington's  largest  and  most  complete 
stock  of  famous  sports  wear  and  sports 
equipment  at  lower  prices. 


8th  and  D STS.,  N.  W.  REpublic  2545 


"Heavens,  child!  You  need  a shave!" 


A DIAMONDBACK  EDITOR'S  DAY 

Rises  and  with  half-hearted  spirit  listens  to  child 
singing  over  midget  radio.  . . . Takes  shower  under 
cold  water  spigot  in  washbasin.  . . . Has  brisk  rubdown 
with  piece  of  confetti.  . . . Brushes  teeth  with  a broom 
straw.  . . . Eats  hearty  breakfast  of  half  an  olive  and  eye- 
dropper of  coffee.  . . . Drives  to  Student  Center  in 
Austin.  . . . Climbs  through  keyhole,  and  indulges  in 
small  talk  with  janitor.  . . . Perches  on  edge  of  chair, 
and  writes  letter  to  friend  in  Little  Rock.  . . . Decorates 
office  walls  with  cancelled  postage  stamps.  . . . Reads 
half  a chapter  of  Little  Minister.  . . . Goes  to  Bacteriology 
class.  . . . Decides  to  cut  rest  of  day  and  goes  to  Grill.  . . . 
Orders  thimbleful  of  milk  and  one  pea,  well  done;  has 
half  grape  for  dessert.  . . . Returns  to  Diamondback  office 
and  orders  stooge  to  replace  standard  typewriter  with 
portable  one.  . . . Starts  Diamondback  campaign  to  raise 
funds  to  give  Maryland  a football  team  of  men  weighing 
under  one  hundred  pounds.  . . . Returns  Little  Minister 
to  library  and  withdraws  Little  Man,  What  Now?  ...  Is 
requested  to  leave  by  Mr.  Fogg  for  whistling  "Small 
Fry.”  . . . Goes  to  Gym  and  makes  entry  for  ping-pong 
tournament.  . . .-Having  eaten  so  much  for  lunch,  decides 
to  skip  supper.  . . . Takes  girl  to  midget  auto  races, 
and  buys  her  a kernel  of  popcorn.  . . . Goes  to  bed  in 
dresser  drawer  and  mulls  over  plans  for  a three-story 
skyscraper  to  be  used  for  a Student  Union. 


— R.  S.  R. 
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Now  that  our  first  issue  has  been 
published,  explained,  apologized  for 
and  forgotten  we  can  peacefully  settle 
down  to  the  business  at  hand,  the 
Homecoming  Issue,  which  we  sin- 
cerely hope  has  arrived  before  too 
many  alumni  have  gone  home  and 
the  Christmas  Issue  is  out.  There  was 
an  awful  moment  in  the  middle  of 
October  when  we  tossed  a coin  to 
decide  whether  to  call  this  effort  the 
Homecoming  or  the  Homegoing  Num- 
ber, but  that  is  history  and  we  have 
optimistically  settled  on  the  first  of 
the  two,  hoping  the  hand  of  fate  and 
the  national  advertisers  don't  cross 
us  up. 

We  say  that  the  Gridratfrat  Issue  is 
forgotten,  but  there  is  one  little  matter 
of  old  business  that  is  as  yet  un- 
finished. 

The  day  after  the  last  New  Line 
came  to  light  with  the  Poolesville 
skunk  epic,  the  president  of  the  Junior 
Class  filed  his  objection  to  the  im- 
plication that  he  ever  had  a part  in 
any  such  class  distinction  such  as 
being  barred  from  classes  because  of 
an  innocent  hunting  party.  "I  always 
got  by,"  he  told  us,  "but  I have 
several  friends  that  were  caught." 

But  it  wasn't  until  the  second  na- 
tive, Citizen  Florence  Rice,  cornered 
us  that  the  matter  was  entirely  clear 
in  our  minds. 

"What  did  they  do  about  the  un- 
happy offenders  when  they  did  show 
up?"  we  asked. 


"We  had  a regular  ritual."  came 
the  answer.  "The  janitor  trotted  the 
lad  out  on  the  playground,  and  set  a 
wire  basket  upside-down  on  the 
ground.  He  lit  a fire  under  the  thing 
and  set  the  poor  boy  on  top  of  it. 
Smoking  it  out  was,  and  still  is,  the 
approved  method  in  Poolesville." 

So  you  see  it's  even  worse  than  we 
thought. 

SCOOPED  . . . 

We  always  root  for  Navy  at  Balti- 
more Stadium.  We  think  that  our 
oceanic  defence  is  second  to  none. 
But  we  cringe  every  time  we  think  of 
how  the  Navy  Department  in  Wash- 
ington was  beaten  to  the  tape  by  a 
certain  aggressive  outfit  in  Phil- 
adelphia. 

A friend  of  ours  who  graduated  last 
June  was  trying  to  get  into  the  Marine 
Corps.  He  had  taken  all  the  neces- 
sary physicals,  mentals  and  morals, 
and  in  spite  of  being  a Phi  Sig,  had 
done,  he  thought,  very  well.  All  that 
remained  was  official  notification 
from  the  Department. 

He  waited  for  the  fateful  week 
when  he  was  to  hear  the  news, 
watched  each  mail  delivery  for  some 
acceptance  or  rejection  from  above. 
Then  one  day  the  telephone  rang. 

"A  telegram  for  Mr.  L A. 

J ,"  came  the  voice.  "Shall  I 

read  it?" 

Our  friend  was  in  a terrible  state 


of  nerves.  "For  heaven's  sake,  go 
ahead." 

"The  telegram  reads: 

We  want  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  congratulate  you  on  your  ap- 
pointment to  the  Marine  Corps! 
The  Senate  has  just  passed  upon 
you!  Are  looking  forward  to  see- 
ing you  in  Philadelphia! 

Cass  and  Stein,  Tailors." 

The  next  day  the  Navy  Department 
crashed  through,  a poor  second. 

SNATCH  . . . 

We  were  walking  past  the  Post  Of- 
fice in  the  library  basement  the  other 
day  minding  our  own  business  and 
wondering  what  kind  of  hat  to  wear 
to  the  Des  Moines  convention,  when 
a piece  of  conversation  floated  from 
behind  the  boxes  that  really  struck 
our  fancy.  We  suppose  it  was  none  of 
our  business,  but  we  distinctly  heard 
someone  whine  to  someone  else, 

"Well,  supposin'  you  hadda  suck 
a halfa  dozen  eggs,  how'd  you  feel?" 

We  could  imagine. 

SIGN  . . . 

This  month's  award  for  the  most 
baffling  notice  in  northwest  Washing- 
ton goes  to  a poultry  house  on  Fifth 
Street  near  I.  Above  the  prices  of 
wings  and  legs  was  neatly  lettered: 
Cut  Up  Chickens 
Killed  Daily 

which  we  think  is  only  fair. 
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PAUL  . . . 

We  are  taking  a course  this  semes- 
ter which  requires  a weekly  trip  to 
St.  Elizabeth's  Insane  Asylum.  The 
first  of  the  interesting  treks  has  left  a 
lasting  impression  on  us. 

The  clinic  was  excellent,  but  of 
course  had  been  viewed  objectively 
by  us  and  forcibly  put  out  of  our 
mind.  We  hopped  in  the  car  and 
started  out  of  the  grounds.  Then  we 
saw  him. 

A group  of  four  men  came  saunter- 
ing around  a corner,  staring  at  the 
car. 

"There  are  four  of  them  now,"  re- 
marked one  of  our  friends,  "Why, 
what's  the  matter  with  that  one?  He's 
waving  at  us,  and  he's  calling  you  by 
name." 

We  recognized  the  man  instantly 
as  the  uncle  of  a good  friend  of  ours 
from  the  university. 

"What's  the  matter?"  ~ 

"Oh,  nothing,"  we  said,  trying  to 
hide  our  shock  and  despair.  We 
looked  back  and  saw  Uncle  Paul 
walking  down  the  middle  of  the  drive- 
way, waving  both  arms  madly  in  the 
air. 

All  the  way  home  we  tried  to 
ignore  the  inevitable  conversation 
about  the  suffering  the  family  must 
go  through  in  a case  like  that.  The 
uncle  of  an  S.  G.  A.  secretary  in  St. 
Elizabeth's!  An  awful  thing  even  to 
think  about. 

That  night  the  secretary  herself 
came  over  to  our  house  and  an- 
nounced that  Uncle  Paul  had  seen  us 
in  the  afternoon. 

"Yes,"  we  muttered  tactfully,"  Such 
an  awful  thing — " 

"Oh  Paul  doesn't  mind.  He  says 
you  get  used  to  seeing  them  around 
all  the  time  and  rather  likes  nurse's 
work." 

LINE  . . . 

The  first  reading  of  the  New  play, 
"Double  Door,"  took  place  two  weeks 
ago  at  the  home  of  the  director.  It 
was  one  of  those  intimate  shirtsleeve 
affairs,  but  in  spite  of  the  informality 
of  the  setting,  the  concentration  was 
pretty  good. 


In  Act  Three  there  is  a gripping 
scene  in  which  the  hero  discovers 
his  bride  who  has  been  locked  in  a 
vault  for  a day.  The  room  was  silent, 
the  heroine  waiting  for  the  romantic 
rescue  act,  in  which  he  carries  her 
out  onto  the  stage. 

Into  the  vault  stepped  Sigmafa- 
sigma's  contribution  to  the  Footlight 
Club,  took  one  look  and  gave  with 
the  romantic  plea: 

"Help  me  John!  God  knows  I'll 
need  it!" 

CURTAIN  GOING  UP 

Audience — when  two  or  three  are 
gathered  together,  as  for  open- 
ing nights. 

Director — that  handsome  guide  in 
blue  uniform  stationed  at  the 
entrance  to  the  Perisphere. 

Flats — cops'  feet. 

Prompter  -he  is  more  than  you  if 
you're  late. 

Leading  Lady — came  in  third  at 
Bowie,  paid  $2.50  to  show.  Track 
fast. 

Line — that  which  Banks  Murray  has 
what  a. 

Boos — liquid  form  elates:  vocal  form 
deflates. 

Double  Door — entrance  to  the  Poultry 
Building. 

Stage  Poise — Coleman,  Howard,  Fil- 
gate,  Seidel,  and  all  de  rest  of 
'em  what  isn't  goils. 

Role — a baked  soft  or  hard  glob  of 
stuff,  such  as  turnover,  finger,  or 
tootsie. 

Props — synonym  for  maybe. 

Encore — seeds  and  stuff  inside  an 
apple. 

Wings — that  which  they  say  Phi 
Delts  are  men  with. 

Que — behind  the  Eight  Ball. 

SWIPED 

"Will  you  please  give  me  a dime, 
sir?  I'm  deaf  and  dumb." 

"Deaf  and  dumb?" 

"Oh,  fudge!  It's  me  twin  brudder 
who  is  deaf  and  dumb,  and  we  look 
so  much  alike  that  I get  us  mixed  up." 
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Five 


HOMECOMING  HOMILIES 


When  President  Byrd  welcomes  the  old  grads  home  to 
the  U.  of  M.,  he  will  be  justified  in  strutting  just  a little, 
as  he  points  with  pride  to  all  the  improvements  on  the 
campus.  Not  only  the  many  new  buildings  and  the 
beautiful  landscaping,  but  also  the  enlarged  enrollment, 
and  the  new  professors,  most  of  whom  are  Ph.  D.’s,  and 
specialists  in  their  respective  lines.  In  fact,  as  we  under- 
graduates put  on  our  best  bib  and  tucker  to  impress  the 
grads,  we  wonder  just  what  they  expect  of  us,  and  why 
they  do  come  back.  With  this  in  mind,  we  took  a poll 
of  the  sentiments  of  prominent  grads,  and  here  it  is: 

Senator  Millard  Tydings,  on  his  eagle-water-marked 
United  States  Senate  stationery,  penned  us  this  little 
note  (except  that  his  secretary  types  it):  "Home-coining 
each  year  at  the  University  becomes  an  event  of 
greater  significance  for  all  the  Alumni.  The  steady 
progress  of  the  school  in  all  lines  of  activity  impels  the 
old  grad  to  come  back  and  take  new  inspiration  from 
memories  of  the  past,  the  happy  present  of  the  U.  of  M., 
and  the  rosy  visions  of  its  future." 

Flo  Small,  who  made  us  weep  with  "The  Royal 
Family,”  and  had  us  in  stitches  in  many  a comedy, 
penned  this  characteristic  sentiment  to  us  (only  she 
typed  hers,  too):  "Homecoming  means  to  me  what  it 
means  to  every  other  graduate — an  opportunity  to  visit 
the  old  haunts,  to  see  the  old  friends,  to  recapture  that 
feeling  of  "belonging,"  which  you  exchanged  for  a 
"sheepskin." 

Charlie  Weidinger  (just  a famous  name)  will  be  in  the 
stands  at  this  Homecoming  game,  although  he  says  that 
he  feels  almost  as  if  he  were  right  in  the  middle  of 
every  play,  and  wishes  he  were.  Mickey  may  have  to 
tie  him  to  keep  him  from  following  that  old  urge,  like 
the  army  horse  that  smelled  the  smoke  of  powder. 

Larry  Hoover,  ye  ed  of  the  Prince  George's  Post,  and 
publicity  man  for  the  dedication  of  the  new  County 
Service  Building  in  Hyattsville,  hopes  that  his  pals,  Leon 
Yourtee,  Arthur  Greenfield,  and  Jerry  Hardy  will  be 
able  to  get  back,  and  reminisce  about  their  undergrad 
sub-rosas.  He  particularly  wants  to  see  who  has  re- 
placed Senator  Morrill  in  Morrill  Hall.  Dolly  Eichlin, 
daughter  of  our  favorite  prof,  looks  forward  to  coming 
back  to  school  without  having  to  worry  about  day- 
dodging  to  an  8:20,  and  not  having  to  converse  sotto 
voce  with  Mr.  Fogg.  Fred  Bishopp,  Cadet  Colonel  of  the 
regiment  last  year,  will  enjoy  driving  over  the  campus, 
without  having  to  bother  about  whether  the  rookies 
turn  out  their  toes.  He  tells  us  that  he  especially  enjoyed 
working  with  Colonel  Patch,  Major  Westfall,  and  Major 
Jones.  One  of  Fred's  Captains,  Sydney  Stabler,  who 


by  Jeanette  Vaught 

\vas  President  of  the  Maryland  University  branch  of  the 
American  Society  of  Electrical  Engineers,  will  come 
back  to  see  how  much  better  the  school  is  than  it  used 
to  be,  and  how  much  prettier  the  girls  are.  Frank 
Stevenson,  favorite  orchestra  leader,  and  the  producer 
of  our  first  Varsity  Show,  feels  that  his  first  own  Home- 
coming should  be  interesting.  He's  been  going  to 
every  one  else's  Homecomings  since  he  was  a freshman. 
Karlton  Pierce,  an  Old  Line  staff-er  and  Scabbard  and 
Blader,  is  coming  back  to  see  how  many  of  the  fellows 
have  families  now,  to  see  pictures  of  their  little  ones, 
and  go  home  feeling  that  his  daughter  is  the  best  of 
them  all. 

Bill  Guckeyson,  greatest  of  Maryland  U.  football 
greats,  and  elected  Campus  King,  wishes  he  could  come 
down  from  West  Point  for  the  big  day.  He  says  he 
always  reads  the  writeups  of  M.U.  happenings  eagerly. 
Emanuel  (15c  beer)  Zalesak  states:  "I  sincerely  hope  that 
a great  many  of  our  graduates  will  return  for  Home- 
coming, and  will  drop  in  for  a few  beers  and  hamburgers 
at  the  Varsity  Grill."  Younger  brother,  Franny,  a brand 
new  graduate  this  summer,  states:  "I  sincerely  hope 
that  a great  many  of  our  graduates  will  return  for 
Homecoming,  and  will  drop  in  for  a few  beers  and 
hamburgers  at  the  Varsity  Grill." 


"Honestly,  the  things  I do  for  Acme  Films,  Incorporated' 
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"Don't  you  think  we're  concentrating  on  the  life  side 
too  much,  Mr.  McCaw?" 

Varsity  Swing 

by  Willis  Waldo 

At  the  beginning  of  the  twentieth  century  a promoter 
of  jazz  needed  no  more  education  than  a paper  boy. 
Indeed,  the  greatest  of  the  early  contributors  of  jazz, 
Irving  Berlin,  was  a news  boy  before  he  turned  to  writ- 
ing unforgettable  jazz  music.  It  was  a sweltering  eve- 
ning at  the  dawn  of  the  century,  the  early  dawn  when 
the  skirts  of  American  Womanhood  still  swept  the  dust 
of  the  city  streets,  that  Chuck  Conners  beat  it  out  on  the 
floor  of  Pelham  Cafe  in  Chinatown,  New  York  City,  and 
created  the  ever-popular  foxtrot.  Never  did  he  nor 
Irving  Berlin  imagine  that  "Alexander's  Ragtime  Band" 
would  excite  a "rugcutter"  to  go  into  a frenzy  to  its 
swung  version.  That  memorable  composition  inspired 
the  foxtrot. 

During  the  past  forty  years,  however,  original  jazz 
has  evolved  into  the  popular  art  of  swing.  An  exponent 
of  swing  today,  to  be  successful,  must  have  a college 
education  and  a good  head  for  business.  The  nation's 
leaders  in  swing  at  the  present  time  are  college  grad- 
uates who  started  their  bands  in  school.  Kay  Keyser, 
Hal  Kemp,  and  John  Scott  Trotter  all  are  graduates  of 
the  University  of  North  Carolina.  The  great  Kollege 
president  graduated  in  1927,  and  Herr  Kemp  in  1925. 
Fred  Waring  and  his  original  band  of  Pennsylvanians 
graduated  en  masse  in  the  class  of  '24  at  Penn  State. 


The  crooning  of  Rudy  Vallee  resounded  for  several 
years  in  the  traditional  halls  of  Yale  before  he  became 
nationally  known.  Soon  after  Rudy  left,  Artie  Shaw 
rented  a cap  and  gown  and  received  his  diploma  from 
Yale. 

The  road  to  fame  is  difficult  in  the  swing  band  field. 
Barnstorming  the  country  is  no  cinch  to  nation-wide 
popularity.  However,  perseverance  and  talent  will  win 
out  eventually,  and  a long  term  contract  is  utopia  for 
dance  orchestra  leaders. 

All  the  leading  universities  of  the  nation  are  repre- 
sented in  dance  band  circles.  Ozzie  Nelson  of  Rutgers, 
Buddy  Rodgers  of  Duke,  Horace  Heidt  of  the  University 
of  California,  Sammy  Kaye  of  the  University  of  Ohio  are 


Wilbert:  And  will  you  make  the  man  put  a lot  of  choco- 
late on  my  sundae? 

Grandpa:  Sure,  I'll  have  him  goo  the  limit  for  you. 


only  a few  of  the  swing  alumni  of  American  univer- 
sities. 

Is  the  University  of  Maryland  in  the  list  of  notable 
swing  orchestras?  A negative  answer  is  only  temporary. 
The  King  of  Swing  at  the  present  time,  Glen  Miller  of 
the  University  of  Colorado,  is  swinging  for  a fall.  A hit 
in  the  making!  Famous  swingsters  in  the  making  in 
your  classes!  You  will  brag  to  your  children  that  a 
member  of  the  great  "Sons  of  Old  Maryland"  dance 
band  led  by  the  one  and  only  "Duke"  Jacobs  was  in 
your  History  lecture  class  way  back  there  in  '39.  In- 
cidentally, it  was  suggested  that  these  advocators  of 
swing  be  named  the  "Diamondbacks."  We  are  glad  that 
they  did  not  accept  this  handle  because  we  know 
that  the  band  has  high  aims  and  plenty  of  talent. 

By  the  time  you  read  this  article  this  group  of  syn- 
copated humanity  will  be  on  the  eve  of  its  first  engage- 


Office  Girl-  Well,  what  do  you  want? 
Frosh  (trembling)  -Is  the  bean  dizzy? 


ment  and  nation-wide  recognition  is  sure  to  result. 
The  band  as  a whole  is  new  but  the  members  are  old 
hands  at  this  groove  business.  Johnny  Seipel  gave  forth 
with  music  this  summer  on  the  Fitch  Band  Wagon,  play- 
ing with  the  Colonial  Club  of  Northwestern  University. 
Harry  Kiernan  and  Johnny  Hance  are  not  novices  at  the 
piano  and  tenor  sax,  respectively,  by  any  means,  and 
Sam  Hamacher  is  THE  man  to  beat  it  out  on  the  traps 
for  all  the  lads  and  lassies. 

"Duke"  Jacobs,  director  and  promoter  extraordinary 
and  super  trumpet  tooter,  is  determined  to  carry  his 
swingeroos  from  Maine  to  Florida,  College  Park  to  San 
Francisco  and  show  the  country,  yea,  the  world,  that 
the  University  of  Maryland  can  produce  whirl-wind 
swing  bands  as  well  as  engineers  and  chemists. 
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DILL Y DALI 

You've  all  heard  of  the  surrealist  movement  in  modern  art  and  literature. 
This  little  quiz  does  not  exemplify  either  one,  but  it  does  try  to  paint  a picture 
of  a few  campus  personalities  as  seen  by  another  student.  The  thing  works  just 
like  an  English  ly  matching  question.  You  merely  put  the  number  of  the  name 
found  in  the  first  column  before  the  description  in  the  second.  The  correct 
answers  are  written  after  the  descriptions,  so  keep  the  third  column  covered  up. 
There  is  no  time  limit  and  cribbing  is  optional. 

1 

2 

3 

1.  Alan  Fisher 

Gray  kitten  with  a tinkling  bell  around  her  neck  pads  softly 

into  the  practice  house  with  five  notebooks  and  a typewriter. 

11. 

2.  Bess  Paterson 

Liliom  studies  Esquire. 

6_ 

3.  Tom  Coleman 

A whiff  of  Yardley's  Lavender  in  a rathskeller. 

15. 

4.  Judy  Greenwood 

Tousled  haired  little  lad  sneaks  down  in  Dr.  Dentons  and  takes 

a first  peek  at  the  tree  on  Christmas  Eve. 

9. 

4. 

13. 
12. 

14. 
1. 

5.  Jim  Kehoe 

Brunette  sphinx  does  a buck  and  wing. 

6.  Newton  Cox 

Thunder  cloud  with  a silver  lining,  Launcelot  in  white  tie  and 

tails. 

7.  Helen  Groves 

Billy  Sunday  standing  midst  pure  fraternity  brothers  on  broken 

glass. 

8.  Jerry  Prentice 



Shelley's  Skylark  says  that  she  just  loves  everybody  and 

everything  and  means  it. 

9.  Frank  Davis 

Baritone  baby  octopus  with  a hangover. 

10.  Bob  Brown 

Eagle  in  a high  wind,  Big  Brother  Pagliacci. 

5. 

11.  Mary  Lee  Ross 

Gutzom  Borglum  creates  a Boy  Scout. 

3. 

12.  Bill  Me  Manus 

Zlotnick's  bear  slaps  a pretty  girl  on  the  back  while  meander- 

ing  through  the  basement  of  the  library. 

10. 

13.  George  Lawrence 

Blue  eyed  Statue  of  Liberty. 

2. 

14.  Betty  Hottel 

Moonrise  at  harvest  time  in  Cumberland. 

7. 

15.  Mary  Ellen  Pyle 

Whittier's  "Barefoot  Boy"  in  saddle  shoes. 

8. 

Eight 
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NOW  SHOWING  - 

OOMPH 


W SHOWING  - 


/VOW  SHOWING 

MPH 
IRL 


"Never  Touch 
Another  Drop" 

A Confession  Session  with  one  who 
has  not  pledged. 

On  awakening  on  Sunday  morning 
after  a fast  and  furious  trip  with  Bac- 
chus, which  lead  from  the  supreme 
heights  of  alcoholic  fantasy  to  the 
complete  and  overwhelming  depths 
of  oblivion,  I swore  once  more,  "I'll 
never  touch  another  drop." 

On  considering  this  at  length  I real- 
ized the  foolishness  of  my  vow  as 
does  everyone  else  who  makes  it.  It 
would  be  impossible  to  allow  a few 
foolish  words  to  make  me  give  up 
those  rare  flights  into  another  world, 
a world  friendly  and  cheerful  where 
everyone  is  a wonderful  friend  and 
laughs  uproariously  at  your  quips. 

Why  do  we  drink?  We  fill  our- 
selves with  horrible  alcholic  mixtures 
made  of  cheap  gin  and  whiskey  all 
for  the  sake  of  forgetting  (??)  our 
cares  and  woes.  Is  it  worth  it?  I think 
it  is. 

When  sober  I am  a dull  person 
with  no  wit  or  originality,  but  after  a 
few  drinks  my  mind  becomes  filled 
with  wonderful  ideas  and  my  friends 
are  the  salt  of  the  earth.  I like  to  be 
that  way,  and  why  not?  To  me  the 
prize  is  worth  the  price. 

All  of  you  who,  like  myself,  feel 
that  urge  to  leave  this  frenzied  world 
for  a few  hours  and  become  part  of 
my  world,  know  that  the  next  morn- 
ing is  devastating  to  see.  The 
"screaming  squeams"  and  the  "little 
men  in  green  suits"  are  all  familiar 
to  you.  It  seems  unfortunate  to  many 
that  Saturday,  Sunday  and  Monday 
mornings  should  bring  so  much  woe 
due  to  over-stimulation,  but  that  is  in- 
evitable. After  all,  they  don't  last  for- 
ever. 

Maybe  the  reformers  are  right  and 
we  are  going  to  the  dogs.  So  we'll 
all  join  hands  and  vow  then  that 
"we'll  never  touch  another  drop." 

But  then  Friday  night,  there  my 
friends  and  I will  be,  in  our  little 
world,  proposing  toasts  and  laughing 
at  each  other's  jokes. 


WESTYLE 

CLOTHES  FOR 
THE  COLLEGE  MAN 


$30 

SUITS  & TOPCOATS 


Wearful  woolens,  styled  in  the 
manner  preferred  by  college 
men,  tailored  to  perfection ! 


DOBBS  HATS 


Sidney  West,  Inc. 

14th  & G Washington,  D.  C. 

Eugene  C.  Gott,  President 


• After  that  big  Home- 
coming game,  stop  in 
and  meet  your  pals  at 

Albrecht's 

where  you  can  get  a 
snack,  a lunch  or  din- 
ner. Fine  food  at  pop- 
ular prices. 

• 

Berwyn  580 

Greenwood  3838 

• 

FREE  DELIVERY 
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It's  funny  how  one  little  thing 
can  bring  back  a flood  of  mem- 
ories and  make  you  feel  as  if 
you're  living  over  again  a cer- 
tain night,  or  maybe  just  an 
hour  that  was  spent  with  some- 
one. I had  almost  forgotten  the 
Trail  Club  picnic  until  the  other 
day  when  I found  that  crumpled 
little  handkerchief  tucked  in  the  pocket  of  the  blazer  I 
wore  that  evening.  There  was  a faint,  smokey  odor 
about  it.  For  a moment  I wondered  what  it  could  be, 
and  then  suddenly  the  whole  scene  flashed  before  me 
as  clearly  as  if  it  were  happening  all  over  again. 

I could  see  us  all  seated  around  the  blazing  woodfire, 
a little  worn  out  from  all  the  food  we  had  eaten.  There 
was  a quiet,  rather  attractive  boy  sitting  next  to  me, 
and  in  the  few  words  we  exchanged  now  and  then,  I 
found  he  was  a senior  transfer.  We  had  just  started  to 
sing  some  songs  with  the  group  when  the  wind 
changed,  blowing  the  smoke  in  our  direction,  and  in 
spite  of  my  vigorous  effort  to  fan  it  away  with  my  hand- 
kerchief, it  still  persisted. 

"This  is  getting  pretty  bad,  isn't  it?"  he  said,  rising. 
"How  about  trying  some  fresh  air  for  a change?" 

"Sounds  good  to  me,"  I was  glad  of  an  opportunity 
to  get  away  for  a moment. 

"Let's  go  down  to  the  stream  that  runs  along  back 
here.  Come  on,  it  isn't  far." 

As  I look  back  on  it  now,  it  seems  strange  that  I 
felt  so  sure  and  confident  of  this  boy  who  was  practi- 
cally a stranger  to  me.  But  he  seemed  different,  in  a 
way,  from  all  the  rest  there  that  night.  It  all  felt  right, 
somehow.  When  we  got  to  the  stream,  we  just  stood 
quietly  listening  to  the  water  as  it  rushed  over  a dam 
of  fallen  leaves.  Finally  he  said  something  about  music 
and  nature  and  beauty,  and  before  long  we  were  seated 
on  the  bank  talking  quietly  of  the  lovely,  deep  things 
that  you  can't  talk  to  many  people  about.  We  both  just 
opened  up  to  each  other  as  if  we  had  gone  together 
for  years. 

It  seemed  to  us  that  we  had  only  been  gone  a few 
minutes  when  we  heard  one  of  the  crowd  calling  for  us 
to  come  back,  they  were  leaving. 

"Well,  I guess  we  have  to,"  he  said,  with  a note 
of  regret  in  his  voice.  "But  before  we  go  back,  just  let 
me  tell  you  that  I've  never  been  able  to  talk  to  a girl 
like  this  before.  Let's  come  back  again  to  this  spot 
sometime,  will  you?" 

"I'd  love  it,"  I smiled.  And  we  turned  back  to  join 
the  group. 

I had  promised  Helen  I would  ride  home  with  her, 
so  we  said  goodbye  at  the  car.  "Don't  forget  what  we 
promised,"  he  whispered  as  I got  into  the  coupe. 


in 

SmoJze 


Well,  I didn't  forget,  but  the  following  week  was  one 
of  those  hectic,  busy  ones,  what  with  the  deadline 
coming  up,  and  a couple  of  quizzes,  and  so  I did  not 
have  too  much  time  to  think  of  our  lovely  hour.  I only 
saw  him  once  on  campus  in  the  next  five  or  six  days. 
That  time  I was  on  my  way  to  an  English  quiz,  and  was 
five  minutes  late  already.  We  smiled  at  each  other  and 
said  a brief  hello  as  we  passed  on  the  hill. 

Somehow  the  days  went  on,  and  the  whole  incident 
pushed  itself  further  from  my  mind.  Until  that  morning 
I found  the  handkerchief.  That  haunting  odor  of  wood- 
smoke  brought  back  the  whole  evening  so  forcefully 
that  I felt  I simply  must  see  the  boy  soon.  "He  proba- 
bly thinks  I deliberately  snubbed  him  that  morning  on 
the  hill,"  I made  myself  believe.  "That's  the  reason  I 
haven't  heard  from  him." 

I decided  to  go  over  to  the  library  and  just  hope  that 
he  would  come  in  so  that  I could  explain.  It  does  sound 
foolish  now,  but  I even  took  the  handkerchief  with 
me,  just  to  remind  us  of  all  we  had  said.  I waited  about 
two  hours,  watching  everyone  enter  and  leave,  praying 
he  would  come.  Then  finally,  he  did  come  to  the 
entrance,  stood  a minute  looking  around,  and  turned 
down  toward  where  I was  sitting.  "He  has  seen  me, 
and  now  we  can  get  back  to  where  we  were  that  night." 

When  he  got  just  opposite  where  I was  sitting,  he 
looked  up  and  said,  almost  absent-mindedly,  "Hello, 
there." 

I felt  so  sure  he  would  sit  next  to  me  that  I could 
hardly  realize  that  he  was  walking  past.  'Tve  got  to 
say  something  more  to  him,"  I thought  quickly. 

"Been  to  any  more  picnics  lately?"  I asked. 

"Picnic? — no,  why?"  He  stopped  for  a minute  beside 
my  chair . 

"I  was  just  thinking  of  the  one  we  went  on,  when  we 
had  such  a good  time." 

"Oh,  yes,  that  was  good,  wasn't  it?  Well,  I'll  be  seeing 
you,"  and  he  went  to  a table  further  back  and  sat  down. 

I sat  for  a while  staring  at  the  empty  chair  beside  me, 
wishing  there  never  had  been  a picnic.  I felt  all  em- 
barrassed and  hurt  inside. 

After  a while  Helen  came  up  and  sat  across  from  me. 
"There's  that  boy  back  there  that  was  at  the  Trail  Club 
picnic.  See  him?"  she  asked. 

"I  saw  him  as  he  came  in." 

She  went  on,  "Betsy  had  a date  with  him  the  other 
night,  and  he  took  her  out  in 
Rock  Creek  Park  and  handed 
her  the  good  old  line  about  ser- 
mons in  stones,  books  in  run- 
ning brooks  and  stuff.  Said  he'd 
never  talked  like  that  to  a girl 
before,  and  all  that  slush.  Gosh, 
it's  a scream  to  hear  her  tell  it." 

Continued  on  page 
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French  Story 

an  epic 
by 

LE  SEME  GAI 


Pierre  Antoine  Le  Measle  slank  up  the  stairway  and 
entered  the  garret  room.  He  crossed  quickly  to  the 
dust-covered  windows  and  looked  nervously  out. 

There  was  a man  in  the  room  already.  "You  have 
come  at  last,"  the  man  said. 

Pierre  nodded.  "Oui,  Gaston." 

"You  were  not  followed?" 

"Mais  certainment,  non." 

"That  is  well.  You  are  ready?" 

"Pomme  de  terre,  that  I,  Pierre  Antoine  Le  Measle 
should  have  to  do  such  a thing."  He  twirled  the  pointed 
ends  of  his  waxed  moustache  in  righteous  indignation. 

"Liberte,  Egalite,  Fraternite,"  said  Gaston. 

Pierre  nodded.  "It  must  be  done?  It  is  the  only  way?" 

"It  is  the  only  way." 

Pierre  shrugged.  "Liberte,  Egalite,  Fraternite.  That 
is  the — the  oh  so  horrible — instrument?"  With  Latin 
fervor  he  seized  the  black  box  from  the  table.  He 
regarded  it  with  blazing  eyes  and  muttered  vehemently 
for  five  minutes. 

"I  am  ready- -if  there  is  no  other  way.  But  if  my 
grandmama  in  Marseilles  should  ever  know  of  the 
atrocity  I am  about  to  commit — " 

"Liberte,  Egalite,  Fraternite,"  Gaston  said  with  simple 
finality. 

"Certainment,  that  is  right,"  said  Pierre.  "Guard  the 
door  with  your  life."  Then  he  walked  into  the  bathroom, 
carefully  opened  the  little  black  box  and  more  carefully 
still  he  shaved  off  his  pointed,  carefully-waxed 
moustache. 
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Fizz — type  of  hat  worn  by  Asiatics. 

Bar — large  hairy  animal. 

Swizzle — type  of  chair. 

Absinthe — cutting  class. 

Gin-  -physical  education. 

Whiskey — a facial  growth. 

Drunk— the  main  part  of  a tree. 

Goblet — a young  sailor. 

Stein — a mark  left  by  a glass  on  the  table. 
Hennessey — the  state  where  Memphis  is  located. 
Mix-  -Irishmen. 

Bottle — a combat. 

Tokay — affirmative  expression,  as  "tokay  with  me." 
Rum — singular  of  what  a house  is  divided  into. 

Rye — extremely  sour  taste. 

Sherry-  -what  Washington  chopped  down. 

Kummel — large  animal  with  humps. 

Set-ups — morning  exercises. 

Bacardi — rear  part  of  yard  on  which  house  is  built. 


NICE  HAUL 

A man  in  the  insane  asylum  sat  fishing  over  a flower 
bed.  A visiting  marine  approached  and  wishing  to  be 
jolly,  remarked,  "How  many  have  you  caught?" 
"You're  the  ninth,"  was  the  reply. 
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Being  a Chronicle  and  A Melerdramer  of  the  Good  Ole  Daze 
By  Barrimore  X.  Depew 


DRAMATIS  PERSONAE 

Prof.  Boris  Scotchbottle  (hiss  hiss, 

you  cur) 

Miss  Cynthia  Dimpleberry  (she's 

more  to  be  pitied  than  censured) 

Algernon  (look  out  men!) 

SCENE  I.  Class  room — most  any 
class  room  will  do. 

SCOTCHBOTTLE  (fiendishly).  Heh! 

Heh!  Heh!  Well,  Miss  Dimple- 
berry? 

CYNTHIA  (with  maidenly  virtue). 

No!  No!  A thousand  times  if 
need  be — no. 

SCOTCHB.  Reflect  well  ere  you 
refuse  me,  Miss  Dimpleberry. 

For  if  you  do,  I shall  be  forced  to 
enter  your  grade  as  unsatisfac- 
tory at  the  end  of  the  term. 

CYN.  Not  that!  You  fiend,  sir! 

SCOTCHB.  Aha!  So  you  realize 
that  unless  you  pass  this  course 
you  will  become  a five  year 
woman. 

CYN.  Alas!  Alas! 

SCOTCHB.  (with  ill-concealed  tri- 
umph). You  are  in  my  power. 

You  know  now  that  I,  Prof.  Boris  Scotchbottle,  B.O., 
am  not  to  be  trifled  with.  Refuse  me,  Miss  Dimple- 
berry— refuse  me  and  you  flunk  Laboratory  in  Ad- 
vanced Hemstitching  213  f (not  given  in  the  gay 
nineties).  Ha  ha!  And  ho  ho! 

CYN.  But  I was  Miss  Bustle-ruffle  and  all-high  hem- 
stitcher  of  Prince  George's  County. 

SCOTCHB.  Gadzooks!  Fair  lass,  you  forget  that  I am 
sole  instructor  in  Laboratory  in  Advanced  Hemstitch- 
ing 213  f.  And  if  you  uh — to  use  a vulgarism — fail, 
no  one  will  ever  know  why.  Zut!  I have  planned  well! 

CYN.  Sir,  you  are  a heartless  cur.  What  of  my  poor 
father?  I must  graduate  so  that  I may  face  the  cold, 
cruel  world  for  his  sake.  Alas,  poor  father  says  the 
doctor  told  him  he  would  soon  perish  without  his 
fifth  of  distilled  spirits  daily.  Have  compassion,  I 
implore  you. 

SCOTCHB.  Tsk  tsk.  You  have  only  to  say  "yes"  Miss 
Dimpleberry — Cynthia — 

CYN.  You  cad!  I blush  to  hear  you  address  me  in  such 
familiar  fashion.  Woe  is  me.  I am  hopelessly  en- 
meshed in  your  clutches.  Yet  I shall  die  a thousand 
times  ere  I say  yes. 

SCOTCHB.  Ha  ha!  Fair  Cynthia,  be  not  too  hasty.  I 
will  have  my  answer  tomorrow.  Now  I go  to  the 
Grille  to  celebrate  prematurely  with  a double  root 
beer  float. 


CYN.  (with  high  scorn).  Drink  your 
way  to  ruin — tread  the  path  of 
perdition,  but  spare  my  honor! 
SCOTCHB.  Heh  heh  heh!  Good 
day,  Cynthia,  fair  one. 

(Exit  Scotchb.  with  a twirl  of 
the  moustache  while  gaily  whis- 
tling selections  from  "The  Flora- 
dora  Sex  Tett.") 

CYN.  Alas!  Woe!  Oh  irony!  Oh 
shame!  (Sob)  Oh!  (Several  sobs) 
(Enter  checked  suit,  bow  tie, 
plaid  spats — an  Algernon.) 
ALGERNON.  Cynthia!  Fair  corn- 
flower of  Hyattsville  Heights! 
CYN.  Algernon,  my  hero.  My 
strong,  handsome  physical  cul- 
ture major. 

ALG.  Zounds,  maiden!  There  is 
condensation  upon  thy  lashes, 
a definite  precipitation — moist- 
ure on  yon  fair  cheeks.  It  is 
perchance  raining? 

CYN.  'Tis  that  fiend,  Prof.  Scotch- 
bottle again.  He  has  threatened 
to  fail  me. 

ALG.  Gad!  I shall  pummel  him 
severely  and  soundly  box  his  ears  at  his  earliest  con- 
venience. Fear  not,  I shall  save  you  from  him. 

CYN.  Then  my  honor  will  be  unmarred!  I shall  not 
have  to  go  with  him  to  the  Cornhuskers'  Ball. 

ALG.  The  gay  dog!  He  would  have  you  dance  to  the 
daring  music  of  Zeke  Smith  and  his  Eastern  Shore 
Seven  (direct  from  their  sensational  engagement  at 
Berwyn's  Ragtime  Rappaport's  Golden  Casino,  tables 
for  ladies)  8:00  to  9:30  in  the  Gym-Armory,  would  he? 
Odsbodikins,  he  shall  be  foiled. 

CYN.  I believe  he  has  become  permanently  insane. 
He  speaks  of  traveling  15  miles  an  hour  in  a horseless 
carriage.  But  I must  give  my  answer — yea  or  nay- 
tomorrow. 

ALG.  I shall  be  here  to  apprehend  him.  He  has  dulled 
his  senses  with  constant  drink.  Double  root  beer  floats 
will  do  good  to  no  man!  Fifteen  miles  per  hour  indeed. 
Faugh,  with  my  new  departure  coaster  brake  my 
bicycle  can  beat  his  contraption  I dare  say.  But 
I must  go  now  to  the  Gym  for  bean  bag  practice. 
Farewell  and  fear  not,  Cynthia,  fair  stamen  and  pistil 
of  Prince  George's  County. 

SCENE  II.  The  same. 

SCOTCHB.  Well,  Cynthia,  rose  of  the  Western  Hemi- 
sphere's First  Agricultural  College,  I await  your 
answer. 
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For  weeks  there  had  been  a certain  unaccountable  gleam  in  Wally 
Kerwin's  eye  as  he  went  merrily  around  the  Old  Line  office  drawing 
his  football  players,  Robin  Hoods,  and  typical  Kerwin  models.  Then 
suddenly  one  day  the  gleam  was  accounted  for  as  he  proudly  pro- 
duced his  oomphish  drawing  of  the  very  oomphish  young  star,  Ann 
Sheridan.  Kerwin  informed  the  staff  that  Miss  Sheridan  was  on  her 
way  to  Washington,  and  that  he  would  soon  be  on  his  way  to  Miss 
Sheridan  with  several  copies  of  the  picture  for  her  to  autograph. 

So  one  Tuesday  morning  Wally  carefully  brushed  his  golden  locks 
and  hied  himself  to  the  Earle  Theater  where  Hollywood's  Glamour 
Girl  was  giving  a personal  appearance.  Bill  Ingraham,  the  staff 
photographer,  his  raven  locks  also  carefully  brushed,  went  along, 
armed  with  his  camera  for  obvious  reasons. 

After  explaining  their  mission  to  the  manager  of  the  Earle,  the  boys 
were  ceremoniously  ushered  into  a waiting  room  where  Miss  Sheridan 
met  them.  Ann's  oomph  must  have  been  turned  on  full  force  along 
with  a graciousness  and  understanding  that  the  two  Old  Liners  are 
still  raving  about.  Or,  as  Wally  so  aptly  put  it,  "Gee,  you  know,  you 
felt  just  like  you  do  when  you  go  into  a church." 

After  talking  with  the  boys  a while,  she  autographed  one  of  the 
pictures.  Of  course  Ingraham  caught  her  in  the  act.  (See  cut.)  When 
she  discovered  that  Wally  had  drawn  them,  however,  she  was  greatly 
impressed  and  asked  if  she  could  have  one.  What  could  the  boy  do  but 
loosen  up  and  give  it  to  her  carefully  signed  "From  Wally  to  Ann." 

lust  then  the  beautiful  scene  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a 
Red  Cross  nurse  who  had  come  to  enroll  Miss  Sheridan  in  the  Organi- 
zation. The  photographer  engaged  to  take  the  picture  of  her  paying  the 
dollar,  failed  to  appear,  and  so  Old  Line's  ever-ready  Ingraham  came 
to  the  rescue  and  snapped  the  picture  for  them.  What  a gallant  staff! 

Naturally  Ann  Sheridan's  time  was  limited,  but  she  surely  gave  of  it  freely  to  the  two  boys,  even  letting  them  escort 
her  to  her  car  after  the  interview  was  over.  And  as  the  final  climax,  she  asked  them  to  send  her  the  magazine  when 
it  came  out.  And  so,  one  carefully  wrapped  issue  of  the  November  Old  Line  is  now  on  its  way  to  Hollywood  where 
she  is  making  another  picture  . . . Best  of  luck,  Ann  Sheridan,  and  thanks  for  being  so  swell! 
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The  Bustle  of 

Homecoming  means  return  of  old 
grads,  but  to  me  it  means  return  of 
old  gabs. 

I stayed  home  from  the  Florida  pig- 
skin booting  for  the  sole  purpose  of 
catching  up  on  my  Interior  Dec.,  but 
was  constantly  interrupted  by  alumni 
wearers  of  our  Stars  and  Key  pin. 
Our  room  is  opposite  the  stairs  so 
everyone  trips  in. 

"We  wore  hoops  to  dances"  con- 
tributed one  fortyish  grad,  "and  we 
swirled  our  hair  up  on  top  in  tiny 
ringlets." 

"That's  nothing,  I wore  a bustle," 
piped  up  a small  alumnae  slouching 
toward  the  derriere  in  one  of  those 
natural  angles. 

Just  as  those  two  old  girls  left, 
another  fraternal  friend  breezed  in 
giving  me  the  sorority  grip — and 
when  I say  grip,  I don't  mean  custard 
handshake. 

"Styles  have  certainly  changed," 
she  remarked,  "We  had  plenty  of 
knee  action  in  our  day — our  skirts 
were  almost  above  our  knees." 

"You  probably  wore  baby  blue  hair 
ribbons" — tact  has  never  been  my 
forte — "and  sweaters  drooping  over 
your  hips."  I'd  howled  at  pictures  of 
those  sloppy  styles.  I ushered  her 
into  Peggy's  room,  returning  to  find  a 
violin-shaped  figure  strutting  in. 

"Don't  tell  me,"  I sputtered  vi- 
ciously, "I  know  you  are  of  the  good 
old  days  when  woman's  motto  was 
'you  breathe  in,  I'll  do  the  rest'." 

"I  did  have  a wasp  waist  when  I 
was  an  Old  Liner,"  she  smiled 
sweetly,  "We  blossomed  in  lovely 
lingerie  blouses  with  long  sleeves. 
Our  coiffure  was  so  delightfully 
simple — a hair  ribbon  drawing  all 
the  hair  together  at  the  nape  of  the 
neck." 


Homecoming 

"How  S.S.  and  G. — lace  cuffs  and 
petticoats  too,  probably,"  I sympa- 
thized. 

"And  leg-o-mutton  sleeves,"  added 
my  hourglass  friend. 

"I  try  to  study  Interior  Dec.  all 
afternoon  and  what  happens?"  I 
complained  to  my  bunkie  when  I'd 
finally  scooted  the  last  of  the  old 
grads  out  of  the  room — "I  get  a 
preview  of  styles  since  the  Gay 
Nineties." 

At  the  gym  dance  that  night,  I saw 
all  of  my  alumn  friends  standing 
under  the  same  class  flag,  so  I 
dragged  Scotty,  my  date,  out  from 
under  soph  flag,  class  of  1959,  to 
talk  to  them. 

There  were  my  hoops,  bustling, 
knee-action,  and  waspwaist  chums. 

"Surely  you  aren't  all  in  the  same 
class?"  I parried  (I  inherit  my  idle 
curiosity  from  Granddad  who  was  a 
Diamondback  reporter). 

"Oh  yes,"  they  ansv/ered,  "We're 
all  of  the  class  of  1940 — nineteen 
years  ago." 

— D.  W. 


MEXICO  REMOVES  RADIOS  FROM 
3 GERMAN  SHIPS 

Vera  Cruz,  Mexico,  Sept.  30 — Wire- 
less apparatus  on  three  German  ships 
here  has  been  dismantled  by  the 
government,  which  said  it  received 
reports  the  vessels  were  communi- 
cating with  Berlin. 

One  of  the  ships  was  the  passenger 
liner  Columbus.  Officials  said  they 
searched  the  vessels  for  hidden  radio 
sets,  but  found  none. 

A string  trio  composed  of  Mrs. 
Dorothy  Goodrich  Reed,  Violinist;  Mr. 
Donald  Reed,  'cellist,  and  Miss  Eliza- 
beth Ziegler,  pianist,  played  two 
numbers. 

— Washington  Star 

You  should  worry,  you  three. 


FLYPAPER? 

"Can  I stick  this  wallpaper  on  my- 
self?" 

"Yes,  madam,  but  it  will  look  better 
on  the  wall." 

* * * 

"Got  something  in  your  eye?" 

"No,  I'm  just  trying  to  look  through 
my  thumb." 


"Gunga  Din!" 
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PICKING  A WINNER 

Some  nasty  truths — picked  up  at  the  track 


Have  you  a ten  buck  bill  that 
needs  tripling?  And  do  you  thrill  at 
the  pounding  of  plated  hooves  on 
good  old  Maryland  dirt?  D'ya  like 
cold  hot  dogs  and  warm  cold  drinks? 
Then  we  give  you  Laurel,  Bowie, 
Pimlico,  Havre  de  Grace,  Marlboro, 
Bel  Air  and  Timonium.  They  are 
your  dish. 

But  lest  you  rush  into  the  sport 
blindly,  THE  OLD  LINE'S  Committee 
on  Impossible  Collections  and  Pain- 
less Bankruptcy  can  outline  for  you 
several  systems  of  betting  the  ponies, 
which  ought  to  work  for  you  about 
as  well  as  they  have  for  them.  And 
so,  the  Committee  reports: 

No.  1.  The  "Got  it  straight  from  the 
trainer." 

For  moguls  and  the  politically  well 
connected. 

Now,  in  this  one  you  must  know 
intimately,  a dependable  inside  man. 
Such  as  the  husband  of  the  girl 
whose  brother  sold  your  best  friend 
a carved  wood  novelty  footscraper 
last  spring.  You  look  up  old  Harry 
as  soon  as  you  arrive  at  the  track. 
Go  over  to  him  and  say  in  an  off- 
hand manner,  "Harry,  they  tell  me 
Hankie's  Hem  will  win  in  a walk  in 
the  third  today."  Then  he'll  turn  and 
say  to  you,  "The  name  is  Hankie's 
Pank,  he  was  entered  in  the  second 
today,  he  couldn't  win  in  a Ford  V8, 
they  scratched  him  because  of  a 
sleeping  foot,  and  don't  call  me 
Harry."  Whereupon  he'll  pick  up  his 
bucket  and  walk  off.  Bad  sign.  You 
might  turn  to 

No.  2.  The  "Lissen,  Pal,  don't  tell 
no  one  but  ..." 

For  ex  Rossburg  presidents  and 
Harvey  Casbarian. 

Here  you  merely  pay  your  admis- 
sion (or  skin  under  the  fence  on  the 
far  side  of  the  track  and  hitch  a ride 


on  the  water  wagon)  then  saunter 
carelessly  out  towards  the  rail  before 
the  stands.  If  nothing  happens,  flash 
a fin  around  and  watch  for  the  familiar 
buttonhole  trigger  grip.  The  little 
man  will  look  cautiously  around, 
then  whisper,  "Say,  Bud,  I got  a hot 
one  here  wid  me"  just  like  in  the 
movies.  "What's  that?"  you'll  ask, 
pencil  and  program  ready,  all  atten- 
tion. "Dis  genuine  gold  plate  Elgin, 
woit  fifty  to  me,  and  yours  for  two 
sevny  foiv."  Nothing  yet.  Try 

No.  3.  The  "I  have  a friend  with  a 
dog  named  Gus." 

For  crystal  gazers  and  Mary  Hen- 
derson. 

You'll  need  ten  cents  for  a program 
on  this  one,  unless  you  can  find  a 
little  old  lady  shorter  than  you  who 
doesn't  object  to  your  looking  over 
her  shoulder  the  whole  afternoon. 
The  entrees  must  be  carefully  studied 
for  a significant  hunch.  Find  a horse 
with  a handicap  equal  to  twice  your 
weight  or  one  half  your  telephone 
number.  Or  suppose  there  is  one 
named  Spinach  Green.  You  have  a 
roommate  from  Greenbelt  who  won't 
touch  the  healthful  weed.  How  can 
you  lose?  Be  careful  not  to  miss  a 
better  hunch  though,  look  through 
the  list  again.  Suddenly  you  see  it. 
Your  middle  initial  is  "B,"  and  this 
is  a sure  winner  for  you.  You  tear 
down  to  the  window  muttering  the 
lucky  name  over  and  over.  You  push 
your  way  up  in  the  line  and  snap 
the  magic  potion  along  with  your 
two  to  the  bookie.  He  looks  at  you 
with  sympathy.  "B  denotes  Blinkers 
is  not  running  in  the  fifth,  my  good 
man."  Ho  hum,  nice  try. 

No.  4.  The  "Blue  is  my  favorite 
color." 

For  fashion  conscious  coeds  and 
Newton  Cox. 


The  last  system  you  might  make  a 
stab  at  is  purely  a sartorial  affair.  The 
whole  thing  hinges  on  the  shirts  worn 
by  the  jockey  or,  as  we  of  the  feelthy 
paddock  would  say,  colors.  Suppose 
you  are  wearing  an  orange  tie.  Lord 
knows  why  you'd  want  to  do  that,  but 
suppose  you  are  anyway.  You  stare 
at  the  tie  for  several  minutes,  then 
look  at  a blank  sheet  of  white  paper, 
such  as  your  total  winnings  thus  far. 
The  key  color  will  appear  as  if  by 
magic  on  the  paper  and  all  you  must 
do  is  to  find  the  jockey  with  the  blue 
shirt. 

The  trouble  with  this  system,  is 
that  in  the  first  place  it  isn't  any  sys- 
tem, because  anyone  with  half  a home 
ec  education  is  going  to  know  the 
color  before  it  happens.  In  the  second 
place,  people  using  the  No.  4 some- 
times stare  at  the  orange  tie  for  hours, 
as  if  morbidly  fascinated  by  the  thing 
and  are  liable  to  remain  in  the  stands 
long  after  every  one  else  is  on  his 
third  crab  cake  at  the  Laurel  Hotel. 
Such  a study  might  cause  the  wearer 
to  reflect  on  why  his  Aunt  Mimi  ever 
bought  the  tie  in  the  first  place,  specu- 
late on  what  he  could  have  ex- 
changed it  for  if  he  had  gone  back 
within  five  days  of  the  original  pur- 
chase, and  become  a complete  in- 
trovert kicking  himself  around  for 
something  he  might  have  done  two 
Christmases  ago. 

So  you  see  you  can't  win.  Which 
is  precisely  what  the  committee  con- 
cluded as  they  stood  at  attention  and 
chanted  in  a deadly  earnest  mono- 
tone: 

"People  with  shirts  and  with  smiles 
on  their  faces 

Have  never  placed  bets  at  the  Mary- 
land races." 


Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"—PARTING  IS  SUCH  SWEET  SORROW 


by  Patsy  Royster 


Among  the  many  problems  which  harass  the  fresh- 
man upon  entering  into  college  life  none  is  so  neglected 
as  the  problem  of  saying  good-night  correctly.  Scads 
and  scads  of  advice  has  been  thrust  down  the  throats 
of  these  poor  students  ever  since  they  graduated  from 
high  school,  but  not  one  single  word  has  been  said 
about  the  technique  of  farewelling. 

Thus  far  the  student  has  been  able  to  cope  with  the 
situation  adequately,  but  the  added  element  of  an 
audience  tends  to  disrupt  the  usual  finesse  in  such 
matters.  In  the  past  the  freshman  has  only  had  to 
play  to  a few  agitated  parents  or  snooping  kid  brothers 
who  certainly  do  not  have  the  technical  background 
to  act  as  a bona  fide  critical  audience.  At  college 
whether  it  be  at  a dormitory  or  sorority  house  a couple 
always  runs  into  competition  during  those  critical 
seconds  before  twelve  forty-five.  To  overcome  the 
possibility  of  the  student's  being  handicapped  by  stage- 
fright  at  such  a time  the  university  has  made  freshman 
speech  a required  course.  However,  until  this  course 
is  completed  the  freshman  is  in  a helluva  fix. 

Therefore,  it  was  deemed  advisable  to  present  at  this 
crucial  moment  some  timely  and  kindly  hints  in  the 
gentle  art  of  winding  up  a date  in  order  to  guard  this 
year's  freshmen  against  the  pitfalls  which  beset  them 
at  the  end  of  every  evening's  fun.  Some  students  will 
no  doubt  prefer  taking  advantage  of  the  various  cor- 
respondence courses  offered  in  this  line,  but  for  those 
who  do  not  have  the  two  bits  for  each  of  the  ten  easy 
lessons  they  can  use  this  to  whatever  advantage  they 
see  fit.  (For  those  bull-headed  creatures  who  disregard 
this  advice  in  favor  of  the  trial  and  error  method — may 
heaven  protect  the  poor  co-ed!) 

The  first  step  in  the  development  of  this  technique 
is  observation.  It  is  advisable  for  a co-ed  to  room  within 
ear-shot  of  the  front  door  so  that  by  merely  leaving  the 
window  open  she  may  easily  overhear  adieus  from 
expert  five  year  men,  naive  freshmen,  or  lowliest  of 
all — boys  from  home.  Classes  in  observation  are  not  as 
easily  accessible  to  boys  as  to  girls,  but  a really  re- 
sourceful student  will  be  quick  to  realize  that  the 
General  Service  has  ever  so  thoughtfully  planted 
abundant  shrubbery  around  the  entrances  to  all  the 
dorms.  Need  anything  more  be  said? 

Several  nights  of  auditorial  and  visual  observation 
should  satisfactorily  prepare  the  student  for  the  second 
step — experimentation.  Every  student  exposed  to  chem- 
istry Iy  ought  to  know  that  there  are  five  steps  used  in 
every  scientific  experiment  and  strangely  enough  these 
rules  apply  to  experiments  in  this  departing  business  as 
well.  The  boys  naturally  assume  that  they  have  the 
upper  hand  in  this  matter  of  dating  and  the  girls  subtly 
let  them  continue  in  this  blissful  state.  At  any  rate  a girl 
must  be  sufficiently  educated  so  that  she  can  cooperate 
by  giving  the  right  answers  at  the  right  time  to  all 
possible  questions.  Thus  it  will  have  to  be  admitted 


that  a girl  has  just  as  great  a task  as  the  supposedly 
superior  male.  Some  boys  have  developed  just  one 
tender  good-night  to  such  a degree  that  they  can  use 
it  in  any  situation  and  usually  get  away  with  it.  Enough 
of  this  pilly-pallying  over  the  relative  merits  of  the 
sexes,  the  freshmen  are  probably  waiting  with  bated 
breath  for  the  experiment. 

The  choice  of  an  object  is  left  entirely  up  to  the  boys, 
although  the  girl  always  can  say  "no"  if  she  wants 
to.  At  this  writing  the  best  known  apparatus  for  the 
experiment  is  the  automobile,  preferably  darkened  and 
quiescent.  However,  with  a little  ingenuity  the  lack  of 
a car  can  be  compensated  for  since  the  benches  scattered 
over  the  campus  can  act  as  competent  substitutes.  As 
long  as  the  students  are  only  experimenting  the  proce- 
dure can  be  slightly  modified  for  the  time  being,  ft  is 
best  to  say  aufweidersehn  in  the  privacy  of  a car  and 
cling  to  the  strong  silent  attitude  while  showing  the 
date  to  the  door.  Although  a curt  good-night  is  not  very 
impressive  on  the  general  public  it  is  not  as  embar- 
rassing as  an  inferior  amateur  line.  It  takes  time  to 
achieve  the  professional  rating  so  the  average  freshman 
need  not  expect  such  success  for  a year  or  so.  Some 
men  never  attain  professional  standing  despite  the  years 
of  practice  they  have  devoted  to  the  subject.  These 
unfortunates  are  usually  used  as  the  subjects  of  the 
poignant  little  dramas  used  to  advertise  some  of  our 
more  popular  drug-store  merchandise. 

The  discussion  of  the  experiment  is  one  of  the  more 
beneficial  aspects  of  the  whole  affair.  Many  bull-ses- 
sions are  held  on  just  "what  he  said  to  me  and  what  I 
said  to  him"  and  vice  versa.  No  end  of  helpful  pointers 
can  be  picked  up  in  this  manner.  Plagiarism  is  not  a 
sin  in  this  game.  (As  a matter  of  fact,  the  Marquis  of 
Queensbury  rules  are  ditched  and  no  holds  are  barred.) 
It  is  highly  permissible  to  adapt  Shakespeare,  Swin- 
burne, or  even  Tyrone  Power  to  the  occasion  and  go  on 
glibly  as  if  it  were  a personal  inspiration.  However,  the 
more  original  the  nocturnal  valediction  the  more  effec- 
tive it  will  be  on  the  interested  by-standers. 

The  conclusion,  of  course,  is  usually  the  most  interest- 
ing part  of  the  experiment.  The  degree  of  cooperation 
between  the  participants  determines  just  how  con- 
clusive this  process  is.  It  is  best  for  the  coquettish  co-ed 
not  to  throw  herself  so  whole-heartedly  into  this  final 
step  that  she  forgets  where  she  is.  House  mothers  have 
been  known  to  sneak  up  on  unsuspecting  freshmen  and 
yank  the  door  open  thereby  removing  the  support  from 
the  rear  of  the  co-ed  and  leaving  her  deposited  hori- 
zontally over  the  threshold.  Such  a predicament  is 
not  highly  conducive  to  romance.  Freshmen  are  also 
advised  not  to  take  their  names  too  literally — the 
disgrace  of  being  publicly  slapped  is  not  easily  lived 
down  on  a college  campus.  With  these  few  words  to 
the  wise  a marked  improvement  is  expected  in  the  class 
of  '43's  technique  of  farewelling. 
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Seventeen 


TWICE  A DAY 


"How  do  you  like  Kipling?" 


Befoie  it  in  the  dust  I kneel 
With  eyes  uplifted  in  appeal. 

"Yield,"  I pray,  "and  make  the  day 
Gay  and  complete  in  every  way!" 
With  falt'ring  gaze  I look  within, 

And  pierce  the  shadows  dark  and  dim; 
Longing  for  the  cherished  sight 
Of  a letter  long  and  white. 

—A.  P. 


★ * ★ 


As  her  confinement  approached  this 
morning,  the  physicians  called  upon 
the  family  of  Fred  Snite,  Jr.,  for  special 
equipment.  Snite,  world-famed  pa- 
ralysis victim  who  has  lived  in  iron 
lungs  for  more  than  three  and  a half 
years,  sent  a small  respirator  which 
covers  the  torso,  a resuscitator  and  a 
technician. 


"I  don't  know.  How  does  one 
kipple?" 

* * * 


"I  saw  you  running  to  work  along- 
side your  bicycle." 

"Yes,  I was  late  and  didn't  have 
time  to  get  on." 


Cozy. 


— Baltimore  Sun  "Another  coat  of  paint  and  we'd 

all  been  killed!" 


THESE 

"Why  does  a clock  run?" 

"You  would  too  if  you  had  ticks." 


JOKES 

1st  drunk;  "Say,  know  what  time 
it  is?" 

2nd  drunk:  "Yeah." 

1st  drunk:  "Thanks." 


AIN'T 

"What  is  your  favorite  sport,  doc?" 
"Sleighing." 

"I  mean  apart  from  business.” 


OURS 

"Are  you  doing  anything  for  that 
cold  of  yours?" 

"I  sneeze  whenever  it  wants  me  to." 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

THIS  MONTH'S  WINNER 
Charlie  Morris 

THE  JOKE: 

Emperor:  "I  was  watching  the  peasants  having  a 
party  last  night,  but  I'll  never  do  it  again." 

Empress:  "Why,  are  the  sights  revolting?" 

Emperor:  "No,  but  the  peasants  are." 


Eighteen 
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GIRLS  WILL  BE  GIRLS 

(with  apologies  to  "Esquire") 

by  Kathleen  Shanahan 


Ever  since  our  well-known  contemporary  published  its  epic  about  what 
Joe  College  thinks  about,  we've  thought  Josephine  should  have 
her  innings.  So — here's  what  we  think  she  thinks — 


A RAT  BELIEVES 

A SOPH  BELIEVES 

A JUNIOR  BELIEVES 

A SENIOR  BELIEVES 

That  the  campus  beauty 
queen  is  her  ideal. 

That  the  campus  beauty 
queen  is  a drip. 

That  the  campus  beauty 
queen  was  chosen  through  rot- 
ten politics. 

That  the  campus  beauty 
queen  is  no  worse  than  those 
on  any  other  campus. 

That  apple-polishing  is  a 
waste  of  time,  and  is  unethical. 

That  apple-polishing  requires 
real  finesse. 

That  for  the  amount  of  work 
involved,  apple-polishing  really 
gets  results. 

That  a world  without  apple- 
polishers  is  a world  without 
degrees. 

Her  ambition  is  to  make 
Alpha  Lambda  Delta. 

Her  ambition  is  to  stay  off 
the  Dean's  list. 

Her  ambition  is  to  pass  a 
course. 

Her  ambition  is  to  be  the 
greatest  of  the  "five-year" 
women. 

She  wants  to  wear  a jeweled 
frat  pin. 

She  wants  to  wear  a West 
Point  or  Annapolis  miniature. 

She'll  compromise  for  an 
engagement  ring. 

A wedding  ring  is  the  only 
thing. 

Green  orchids  are  the  least 
to  expect  for  the  Interfraternity 
Ball. 

An  orchid  would  be  "wun- 
nuful"  for  the  Xmas  Rossburg. 

The  Junior  Prom  should  rate 
some  sort  ol  a corsage. 

Some  girls  do  get  corsages 
for  big  dances. 

She  prefers  a boy  with  a 
smooth  car. 

She  prefers  a boy  who's  a 
smooth  dancer. 

She  prefers  a boy  with  a 
smooth  line. 

The  DIAMONDBACK  is  a 
colossal  source  of  mis-informa- 
tion,  misaprehension  and  mis- 
takes. 

She  prefers  a boy. 

The  DIAMONDBACK  is  no 
worse  than  most  college  papers. 

The  DIAMONDBACK  is  a 

"yellow  sheet." 

The  DIAMONDBACK  is 
Maryland  U.'s  biggest  mistake. 

That  Princeton  men  are  the 
tops. 

That  "cadets"  and  "middies" 
are  the  tops. 

That  Washington  men  are 
the  tops. 

That  U.  of  M.  men  aren't 
the  tops,  but  are  more  easily 
impressed. 

After  all,  we  had  to  pay  for 
them,  why  shouldn't  these  frosh, 

Rat  caps  are  an  outmoded 
style,  silly  and  unbecoming. 

Rat  caps  are  a necessity  in 
making  the  "frosh"  realize  their 
insignificance. 

Enforcing  rat  cap  rules  a 
bore. 

Football  players  are  hand- 
some heroes. 

Football  men  have  the  right 
way  of  getting  through  college. 

Football  players  are  brainless 
lugs. 

Football  players  make  good 
money  as  bond  and  insurance 

That  you  learn  more  in  a bull 
session  than  any  dozen  profes- 
sors ever  knew. 

That  you  learn  more  in  a bull 
session  than  any  dozen  profes- 
sors ever  knew. 

That  you  learn  more  in  a bull 
session  than  any  dozen  profes- 
sors ever  knew. 

That  you  learn  more  in  a bull 
session  than  any  dozen  profes- 
sors ever  knew. 

That  Personal  Hygiene  gets 
awfully  wild  in  spots. 

That  Dr.  Kate  didn't  "tell 
all”  in  Personal  Hygiene. 

That  Dr.  Kate  "ain't  seen 
nuthin'  yet." 

That  she  wishes  she  could 
remember  all  the  things  Dr. 
Kate  said  in  Personal  Hygiene. 

That  rushing  is  a thrilling 
but  wearing  process. 

That  rushing  is  a grueling 
but  profitable  practice. 

That  rushing  is  a boring  busi- 
ness. 

That  rushing  is  born  of  grim 
necessity. 

The  "Terrapins"  do  have 
nice-looking  covers. 

The  "Terrapin"  prints  the 
world's  worst  pictures. 

The  "Terrapin”  may  some- 
day get  lost  in  moving. 

The  "Terrapin"  is  a horrible 
reminder  of  all  one's  collegiate 
mistakes. 

Homecoming  is  a lot  of 
strange  faces,  too  much  noise, 
a lota  liquor,  and  a football 
"ame. 

Homecoming  is  a swell  ex- 
cuse for  imbibing  a few. 

Homecoming  is  the  world's 
noisiest  and  largest  reunion. 

Homecoming  will  be  swell  to 
come  back  to  next  year. 

THE  OLD  LINE 


Nineteen 


Now  I realize  that 
the  United  States  of 
America  does  not  pro- 
duce enough  paper 
to  do  justice  to  a very- 
distinguished  gentle- 
man on  this  campus. 
I had  better  say  that 
the  whole  world  could 
not  accommodate  me; 
however,  I shall  make  the  best  of  the  space  which  I 
have  to  acquaint  you  with  him. 

As  for  appearance,  he  is  always  up  to  date  in  the 
latest  creation  of  a man's  wardrobe,  at  least  he  thinks 
he  is.  And  oh,  when  he  gets  that  Colonel's  or  Lieuten- 
ant's uniform  on,  boy,  is  he  a wow!  He  just  got  a 
haircut,  recently,  which  makes  him  look  like  a bob- 
haired  porcupine,  but  his  face  still  remains  the  same. 
He,  undoubtedly,  knows  about  everyone  and  everything 
that  ever  existed;  in  fact,  he  is  absolutely  super  in  his 
intellectual  ability,  for  I really  believe  that  he  is  going 
to  get  out  of  college  in  four  years.  There  is  nothing  that 
this  gentleman  can  not  do,  and,  by  all  means,  do 
extremely  well.  I understand  that  he  takes  his  game  of 
golf  quite  seriously,  especially  when  it  comes  to 
teaching  the  ladies.  The  boys  all  speak  well  of  him  (at 
least  the  ones  that  really  know  him)  and  the  girls,  well 
you  know,  each  would  like  to  be  the  one.  Of  course, 
that  would  be  impossible  for  he  enjoys  a harem,  and  a 
large  one  at  that.  His  favorite  popular  song  is  ''Cinder- 
ella Stay  In  My  Arms";  however,  he  really  prefers  the 
more  semi-classical  type  of  music.  If  you  have  ever 
taken  physics,  you  will  realize  how  the  Universal  Law 
of  Gravitation  pertains  to  this  particular  person. 

The  picture  is  of  him  at  an  early  age  and  shows  the 
king  of  all  kings  in  the  making.  Just  who  can  this 
modest,  perfect  specimen  of  the  human  race  be?  The 
answer  will  be  found  on  next  page. 


NOTIONS  GIFTS 

ANNA  M.  KLEIN 

DRESSES  • SPORTWEAR  • MILLINERY 
LINGERIE  • HOSIERY 

also 

MENS'  WEAR  • TIES  • SOCKS  • SHIRTS 

College  Avenue  College  Park,  Md. 


Eskimo  Story 

an  epic 
by 

SAMEBRRR  GUYBRRRR 

Hihi  ambled  slowly  up  to  the  igloo,  gloomily  staring 
at  the  barren  ice.  He  sighed  once  at  the  dying  rays  of 
the  midnight  sun,  then  went  inside. 

There  was  a man  inside,  a cold,  calculating  sneer  on 
his  face.  "You  received  your  orders,  Hihi?" 

"I  did,  new  American  master.” 

"You  understand  the  significance  of  all  that  is  about 
to  be  done?" 

"I  do,  new  American  master." 

"Are  the  men  of  your  tribe  ready  to  follow  their 
leader's  actions?" 

"Uh.  If  it  must  be  done.  For  the  good  of  the  North- 
land. You  need  only  present  the  instruments  necessary. 
I regret  only  that  I must  face  fair  Hoho  after  the  degrada- 
tion." He  rubbed  his  hands  across  the  thick  fur  of  his 
coat. 

"For  the  good  of  the  Northland,"  sneered  the  other. 
"Here  is  the — instrument." 

Hihi  grunted.  "Please  to  guard  door  with  your  life." 
Then  he  walked  into  the  igloo-annex,  carefully  removed 
his  coat  and  more  carefully  still  he  shaved  the  fur  off 
his  new  woolen  underwear. 


HYATTSVILLE  STORE  RIVERDALE  STORE 

Hyatts  201-202,  Berwyn  345  Hyatts  381-382 

Greenwood  2850  Berwyn  460 

HARDWARE  - Hyatts  67 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc. 

Meats  - Groceries  - Hardware 

HOUSE  FURNISHINGS,  SEEDS,  AUTO  SUPPLIES 
PAINTS  AND  GLASS 

Prompt  and  Courteous  Service 

2 Dependable  Stores — Hyattsville,  Riverdale 

HYATTSVILLE  MARYLAND 


PERSONALIZED  STATIONERY 

Name-on  — “ The  Signature  of  Quality ” 
and 

“ Writing  Creations ” by  Rytex 

$1.00  a box 

MARYLAND  BOOK  EXCHANGE 

OPPOSITE  THE  MAIN  GATE 


GReenwood  3545 
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Real  Thing 

They  all  called  it  love  at  first  sight.  I really  have 
never  seen  two  more  attached;  one  was  never  seen 
without  the  other.  She  was  a beautiful  girl  with  bright 
bronze  hair.  He  was  big  and  strong,  and  his  eyes  were 
the  kind  that  spoke  volumes  with  one  glance.  Person- 
ally, I didn't  see  how  she  could  stand  his  being  con- 
stantly with  her  because  he  was  oppressively  protec- 
tive, and  would  start  a fight  with  anyone  who  so  much 
as  touched  her.  But  she  loved  his  constant  adoration. 
She  was  very  much  impressed  by  the  fact  that  he 
never  got  tired  of  waiting  for  her,  and  that  he  would 
always  go  and  get  her  anything  she  wanted.  In  fact, 
she  liked  him  so  much  that  every  evening  she  would 
go  out  to  his  kennel,  and  give  him  an  extra  bone  for 
supper. 


"There's  only  one  thing  wrong  with  me,  blondie. 
I'm  color  blind." 

"You'all  sho'  must  be,  mistah!" 


The  newest  definition  of  a half-breed  is  a fellow  with  a 
cold  in  one  nostril. 

— Punch  Bowl 


AND  NICE 

Doc:  "Hey,  stop!  Don't  you  know  that  kissing  is  a 
good  way  to  transmit  germs!" 

Collitch  Feller:  "Good?  Hell,  it's  perfect." 


Engineer:  If  you  start  at  a given  figure  and  travel  the 
entire  distance  around  it,  what  will  you  get? 

She:  Slapped. 

The  public  relations  counsel  of  a utilities  company 
was  extolling  the  virtues  of  his  industry  before  a lunch- 
eon club. 

"If  I were  permitted  a pun,  I might  say  in  the  words 
of  a poet,  'Honor  the  Light  Brigade'!" 

From  a corner  table  in  the  rear  a voice  was  heard  to 
say: 

"Oh,  what  a charge  they  made!" 


Two  flappers  went  for  a tramp  in  the  woods;  the 
tramp  escaped. 

—Pell  Mell 

SHIFT 

"I  shall  put  you  fellows  in  this  room,"  said  the  host, 
"you'll  have  a comfortable  night,  for  it  has  a feather 
bed." 

At  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  one  of  the  guests 
awoke  his  companion. 

"Change  places  with  me  Dick,"  he  groaned,  "It's  my 
time  to  be  on  the  feather." 

— Puppet 


Taxi  Driver:  "Five  dollars  and  twenty  cents,  please.' 
Drunk:  "Back  up  to  fifty  cents.  Itsh  all  I got.” 

A skeptical  man  was  Bill  Feeter 
Who  wouldn't  believe  his  gas  meter 
He  pulled  out  a match, 

And  gave  it  a scratch 

"Good  morning,"  he  said  to  St.  Peter 


Lois — Jim,  you  have  been  so  good  to  me  I'm  going 
to  do  you  a favor.  You  can  take  me  to  dinner  tonight. 

Jim — That's  great  Lois,  does  your  mother  know  we're 
coming? 


Cftiadli  a+iA  ! 

For  a Fine  Meal,  a Snack,  or 
a Banquet  drop  in  at  the 

Lord  Calvert  Inn 

Just  over  the  hill,  on  the  boulevard 


Next  Page: 
"King"  Newton  Cox 
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FOUND  IN  BOX  "B" 


Dear  Editor  of  the  Old  Line: 

Your  first  issue  was  not  only  good, 
it  was  the  best  issue  of  the  Old 
Line  we  have  read  since  1930,  or 
the  best  issue  of  any  magazine  for 
that  matter.  It  was  not  only  good, 
it  was  mildly  sensational,  colossal 
and  stupendous.  That  is  to  say  we 
liked  it  very  much.  Keep  up  the  fine 
work. 

Lovingly  yours, 

The  Old  Line  Editors 


Fellers, 

I haven't  been  around  this  school 
long — but  don't  get  me  wrong.  I 
been  around  plenty  of  schools  and 
have  accumulated  a lotta  culcher.  I 
read  a lotta  things  good  an  bad  in 
my  time.  I read  books  and  magazines 
and  volumes  and  periodicals  and 
some  I enjoyed  and  some  I ain't. 

Then  I read  the  Old  Line. 

Sincerely  yers, 
Class  of  '49 


To  the  staff  and  contributors 

of  the  Old  Line: 

Where  I ask  is  the  significance? 

First  off  some  guy  tells  us  we  got 
a new  building  or  two  on  the  campus. 
All  right.  The  guy's  been  living  in 
another  world  or  somethin.  We  know 
we  got  new  buildings.  Then  another 
feller  tries  to  show  off  because  he's 
been  to  Mexico  and  he's  got  a new 
door  on  his  orfice  on  accounta  the 
old  one's  been  busted  off  by  the 
rabble. 

So,  says  I,  who  cares. 

Then  another  feller  tells  us  what 
he  thinks  of  the  football  team.  So  I 
don't  agree  with  him.  It's  opinion, 
not  fact.  It  is  practically  propaganda, 
which  is  unamerican.  We  all  got 
our  own  opinions  which  we  had 
oughta  keep  to  ourselves  or  we  will 
get  into  trouble. 

Then  there  is  this  guy  Jennings 
who  laid  a egg.  I'll  say  he  did.  But 


I don't  like  the  way  he  laid  it. 

Where,  I repeat,  is  the  significance? 

Is  it  in  this  babe  with  a slit  skirt 
sittin  on  a bench  slappin  a guy's 
face?  I don't  think  so.  Perhaps  it  is 
in  the  thing  about  some  slap-happy 
frosh  gal  who  thinks  all  upperclass- 
men are  a bunch  of  fine,  upright  good 
fellows  or  in  the  pertry  which  frankly 
I can't  quite  see  the  main  idea. 

I don't  know.  There  is  more  pertry 
and  a thing  about  a dean  returnin' 
which  is  not  news  except  when  a 
dean  is  leavin'  and  a article  about 
cornin'  out  in  which  the  word  ain't  is 
freely  used  which  is  poor  grammar 
for  a college  stewdent. 

There  was  some  more  things,  but 
I guess  you  read  them  yourself.  All 
this  sort  of  thing  should  oughta  be 
done  away  with.  Let  us  have  some- 
thing significant. 

Just  Call  Me  Butch 


Dear  Tommy: 

I think  your  magazine  is  just  fine. 
Such  a nice  staff,  boys  and  girls  all 
working  together  in  the  Student's 
Center  Building  or  whatever  you  call 
it.  It's  a real  nice  magazine.  We  all 
like  it  fine. 

Why  don't  you  bring  a copy  home 
with  you  when  you  come,  like  you 
said  you  would  so  we  can  read  it. 
Bring  a pound  of  hamburger  too  and 
a can  of  kraut  for  supper. 

Mother 


Dear  Editor: 

Let's  all  get  together  and  have  the 
parking  lot  paved,  a new  auditorium 
built,  a change  in  fraternity  rushing, 
no  more  five  examinations  in  one 
day,  like  the  engineers  don't  have, 
a new  student  union,  a few  tunnels 
under  the  boulevard,  no  cribbing  on 
examinations,  and  all  the  other  things 
we  should  have. 

This  is  a small  thing  I ask  but  it 
would  be  nice. 


I am  tired  of  writing  letters  to  the 
Diamondback  so  I thought  you  would 
be  glad  to  hear  my  views  on  campus 
problems. 

Disgustingly  yours, 
Uplifter 


Dear  Editor: 

Below  are  a list  of  my  views  on  the 

new  Old  Line: 


I hope  you  will  find  them  helpful. 

Thank  you, 


Dear  Editor: 

Since  you  want  comments  on  the 
Old  Line,  I am  writing  this  primarily 
to  let  you  know  that  I read  the  first 
issue  of  the  Old  Line.  This  is  very 
unusual  and  will  probably  not 
happen  again.  In  fact  I am  rather 
sorry  that  it  happened  at  all. 

Your  new  policy  I will  not  com- 
ment on,  since  I am  not  sure  just 
what  it  is. 

Except  not  to  print  jokes.  Which  I 
do  not  like.  The  policy  that  is,  not 
the  jokes.  A nice  parlor  story  here 
and  there  throughout  the  magazine 
would  give  it  something. 

What  I cannot  say. 

But  I like  a good  down  to  earth 
joke  now  and  then  like  the  one  I 
heard  at  the  Phi  Sig  house  the  other 
night  about  the  traveling — but  then 
you've  probably  heard  it.  Since  I 
am  not  going  to  read  your  magazine 
any  more  because  I made  a mistake 
in  the  first  place  I don't  care  if  you 
print  jokes  or  not. 

I hope  this  has  clarified  my  views 
on  the  subject  and  will  help  you 
make  your  magazine  different  from 
what  it  is. 

Very  yours, 

Helpful 
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Indian  Story 

an  epic 
by 

CHIEF  SAYMUGH  EYE 


Chief  Mobileaqua  was  unhappy.  With  bowed  head 
he  stepped  into  the  tepee.  He  scowled  darkly  and  drew 
the  flap  across  the  doorway. 

"I  cannot  go  through  with  it,"  he  said  heavily. 

"It  is  for  the  cause,"  grunted  Gitchigitchi. 

"Nothing  must  stop  the  cause?" 

"Nothing." 

"Scalp  of  the  paleface!  But  1 cannot  go  through 
with  it." 

"You  would  be  a traitor?  It  is  for  the  cause,"  grunted 
Gitchigitchi. 

Chief  Mobileaqua  raised  his  head  proudly.  Into  his 
stem  face  came  a look  of  infinite  shame.  He  looked  at 
the  bearskin  rug.  On  it  was  a black  skin  bag.  He 
knew  what  was  inside. 

"That,"  he  faltered,  "that  is — the  instrument?" 

Gitchigitchi  nodded. 

Tears  came  into  the  eyes  of  Mobileaqua.  For  a long 
while  he  surveyed  the  black  skin  bag  and  wept  silently. 

"I  cannot  do  it,"  he  sobbed  finally.  Then  he  carefully 
opened  the  little  black  bag  and  more  carefully  still 
he  severed  his  jugular  vein. 

For  Indians  have  no  beards. 


Printers  of 


"The  OLD  LINE" 

* 

Complete  (Printing  Service 

South  and  Lombard  Streets 
Baltimore,  Md. 
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CYN.  Pity  me,  sir.  Wait,  prithe,  until  Algernon  arrives. 

SCOTCHB.  Curses!  That  whipped  cream  fol  de  rol  on 
my  double-dip  sundae.  Little  can  he  do. 

(Reenter  checked  suit,  bow  tie,  plaid  spats  and 
Algernon.) 

ALG.  AHA!  You  are  apprehended,  you  cur!  Release 
the  fair  lass  from  your  viperous  clutches.  Begone! 

SCOTCHB.  Fie  on  you,  sir!  I shall  have  you  expulsed 
immediately. 

ALG.  Oh,  no,  you  bounder.  Take  heed.  Cynthia,  my 
potted  petunia,  last  night  I consulted  Prof.  Scotch- 
bottle's  record.  HE  NEVER  PASSED  HIS  LAST  YEAR 
OF  HIGH  SCHOOL  ENGLISH— whereby  he  was 
ineligible  to  take  English  ly  and  the  following,  since 
he  had  not  the  proper  prerequisite! 

SCOTCHB.  Zounds!  Curses!  Pooey!  I am  foiled.  How 
did  you  find  out? 

ALG.  Aho!  Simple  to  one  of  my  calibre.  The  record 
indicates  that  your  mark  was  A.  But  by  using  my 
Junior  G-Man  set,  I discovered  the  fraud  whereby  you 
cunningly  changed  the  F to  an  A. 

SCOTCHB.  They  will  never  believe  you! 

ALG.  No?  I advise  you,  cur,  to  take  the  next  express  to 
Berwyn.  See!  The  Board  of  Regents  is  coming  now. 
And  armed.  Twenty-three  skidoo  to  you! 

SCOTCHB.  Egad — with  umbrellas.  I must  make  hasty 
exit — in  most  undignified  fashion,  I fear — by  yon 
window. 

CYN.  My  hero!  You  have  saved  my  honor. 

ALG.  Fap!  'Twas  only  a trifle.  Saving  your  honor,  I 
mean.  And  now  may  I escort  you  to  the  stadium? 
Our  bean  bag  team  is  playing  the  O.  U.  Kids.  If  we 
win  we  will  play  in  the  Pewter  Bowl! 

CYN.  Oh,  Algernon,  my  strong,  beautiful  physical  cul- 
ture major. 

ALG.  Straight-shooters  always  win! 

(In  exiting  via  the  window,  Scotchb.  has  left  behind  a 
goodly  portion  of  his  trousers.) 

SCOTCHB.  (from  some  indefinite  location  without  the 
window).  Curses  on  the  luck!  This  is 

THE  END 


Sign  in  a Cuban  dance  hall: 

No  Dancing  Without  Moving  the  Feet. 

— Chaparral 


Coed,  shopping:  "Where  can  I get  some  silk  covering 
for  my  settee?" 

Floor  Walker:  "Next  aisle  and  to  your  left  for  the 
lingerie  department,  Miss." 


— Froth 
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Algy  met  a bear 
The  bear  was  bulgy. 
The  bulge  was  Algy. 

Prof.— Take  this  sentence:  "Let  the  cow  be  taken  out 
of  the  lot."  What  Mood? 

Frosh — The  cow. 

HOBBY  HINT 

Here's  something  for  dull  Sunday  afternoons — buy 
a can  of  crushed  pineapple  and  try  to  fit  the  pieces 
together. 

— Panther 

We've  heard  tell  of  some  queer  courses,  but  that 
frosh  who  tried  to  register  for  Vat  69  has  them  all  beat. 

A censor  is  a lovely  man — - 
I know  you  think  so,  too; 

He  sees  three  meanings  in  a joke — 

When  there  are  only  two! 

— Record 

"My  little  sister  ate  some  chicken  yesterday." 
"Croquette?" 

"No,  but  she  is  very  sick." 

/Uosuj,  *7 he  Jline 

"Why  you  low-down,  lousy,  cheap,  pigeon-toed, 
bow-legged,  knock-kneed,  cock-eyed,  mouse-toothed 
mutt;  you  no  account,  dirty  little  heel." 

"Who's  dirty?" 

— Widow 

POLL  STORY 

These  were  voted  tops  as  the  three  sweetest  words  in 
the  English  language. 

1.  I love  you. 

2.  Dinner  is  served. 

3.  All  is  forgiven. 

4.  Sleep  till  noon. 

5.  Keep  the  change. 

"What's  all  this  debris?" 

"Oh,  no,  it  isn't  debris — it's  love  in  bloom." 

6.  Here's  that  five. 
And  the  saddest  were: 

1.  External  use  only. 

2.  Buy  me  one. 

"I'm  a ballet  dancer." 

"Doesn't  it  hurt  dancing  on  it?" 

3.  Out  of  gas. 

4.  Dues  not  paid. 

5.  Funds  not  sufficient. 

6.  Rest  in  peace. 

— Panther 

STILL  FRESH 

Date — Don't  you  want  to  kiss  me?  Don't  I appeal  to 
you? 

Boy — It  isn't  that — I just  don't  want  to  throw  away  this 
gum  yet.” 

First  Drunk — What  did  you  shay  when  you  lost  at 
strip  poker? 

Second  Frat  Man — I shed  plenty. 
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You  don't  have  to  pull 
that  “ Old  Line ” 


o o o 


o o o 


We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington — 1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore — 301  W.  Fayette  St. 


$15  ALL  O W A N C E 

for  your  old  stove  regardless  of  condition 
on  purchase  of 

WESTINGHOUSE  ELECTRIC  RANGE 


Hyattsvflle  Hardware  Co. 


Continued  from  page  9 

I told  her  I had  to  get  back  to  my  room,  so  I left. 
In  the  hallway  I took  out  the  handkerchief  again.  The 
fragrance  still  clung  and  I wanted  to  stop  it.  When  I 
got  to  my  room,  I saw  a box  of  matches  on  the  window- 
sill, and  I knew  then  what  I would  do.  First  I took  one 
last  whiff  of  the  pungent  woodsmoke  that  still  brought 
back  memories,  and  then  I put  the  lighted  match  to 
its  crinkled  edge. 

For  a moment  I held  it  in  my  hand  while  it  flared  up 
in  yellow  flames,  and  finally  I dropped  it  into  the  metal 
basket  at  my  desk,  watching  its  last  pieces  burn  into  a 
long,  thin  column  of  blue  smoke. 


"He  is  the  secretary  of  the  chess  club." 

"What  does  he  do?" 

"He  reads  the  hours  of  the  last  meeting." 

* * * 

The  explorer  was  relating  experiences  for  the  press. 

"We  ate  our  rubber  boots,"  he  said. 

"Provisions  ran  out,  eh?" 

"No,  but  I thought  it  might  add  interest  to  our  report." 

ACCOMMODATING 

Housemother:  "Mary,  we  have  breakfast  at  promptly 
7:30." 

New  maid:  "All  right,  ma'am,  if  I ain't  here  don't  you 
all  wait." 

* * * 

Teacher:  "Now,  Johnny,  if  you  put  your  hand  in  one 
pocket  and  pulled  out  75  cents,  then  you  put  your  hand 
in  the  other  pocket  and  pulled  out  75  cents,  what  would 
you  have?" 

Johnny:  "Somebody  else's  pants." 

* * * 

He:  "Do  you  know  what  nice  girls  dream  about?" 

She:  "No,  what?" 

He:  "I  suspected  as  much!" 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  & Line  Plates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  1 9 t H STREET,  N.  W . 

Washington , D.  C. 
Metropolitan  1709 


UNCLASSIFIED  AD  SECTION 


Wanted: 

Lost:  One  Coed  reporter  somewhere  in  the  Dia- 
mondback  office  last  week.  Finder  please  return 

About  eight  inches  of  gray  English  Tweed  cloth 
suitable  for  tacking  on  the  cuff  of  gentleman's 
trousers.  Goods  need  not  be  intact,  but  must  be 

to  Alan  Fisher.  Reward? 

ontact.  Sale  will  be  strictly  confidential  and  must 

be  final.  Apply  answer  to  Dave  Seidel  and  cloth 

to  his  pants  cuff. 

Wanted:  A co-editor  on  Pan-hel's  new  publication, 

Wanted: 

"Dirty  Rush  Rules,  day  by  day."  Disinterested 
parties  preferred,  but  AOPis  may  apply. 

Companion  to  sit  in  the  Grill  and  remenisce, 
must  know  all  words  to  Louisville  Lou,  Birmingham 
Bertha,  and  My  Cutie's  Due  at  Two  to  Two.  No 

Ann  Irvine.  Pres. 

experience  necessary.  See  Margaret  Bjorge,  Booth 
2,  Back  Room. 

For  Sale: 

Free  lecture  material  on  "How  Life  in  the  Student 
Center  Made  a Pure  Soul  Out  of  Me"  as  delivered 

Whitey:  How  about  next  Tuesday  night  again? 

in  Joe's  Quick  Lunch  by 

Mickey  says  it's  O.K.  with  him.  Meet  me  at  the 

Jerome  S.  Hardy 
Herbert  Allison 

corner  of  Eleventh  and  H,  N.  W.  All  is  forgiven. 

Leon  Yourtee 
Arthur  Greenfield 

Ann  Rutherford 

Illustrative  lantern  slides  furnished  free  of 
charge. 

BALTIMORE 


They  do  the  job 
they're  meant  to  do 


Chesterfields  are  like  that  . . . they  go  about 
their  business  of  giving  you  more  smoking 
pleasure . . „ ivith  a taste,  aroma  and  mildness 
that's  all  their  oivn  . . . the  kind  that  only  the 
right  combination  of  the  world’s  best  ciga- 
rette tobaccos  can  give. 


UGGETT  l MYERS  TOBACCO  CO. 


Copyright  1939,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co 


Cigarettes!  An  ever-welcome  gift! 

But  certainly  you  want  to  give  the  best.  To 
be  certain,  give  Luckies.  For  sworn  records 
show  that,  among  independent  tobacco  experts 
...  auctioneers,  buyers  and  warehousemen... 
Luckies  have  twice  as  many  exclusive  smok- 


ers as  have  all  other  cigarettes  put  together. 

And,  only  Luckies  give  you  the  throat  pro- 
tection of  the  exclusive  "Toasting”  process. 
Toasting  takes  out  certain  harsh  throat  irri- 
tants found  in  all  tobacco.  So  Luckies  are  a 
light  smoke — easy  on  your  throat. 


Sworn 'ReeorJs ShowT/mf-  WITH  MEN  WHO  KNOW  TOBACCO  BEST-IT’S  LUCKIES  2 T0 1 
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Qosiie+itk 

New  Line  7 

Conflict  8 

What!  No  Dish  Washing? 9 

Christmas  Lines  13 

They  Wisht  They  Was  Dead 14 

College  Park's  Most  Overrated 19 


Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part, 

Keep  or  give  me  back  my  heart, 

I care  not  which.  What's  been  has 
been, 

But  lady,  I DEMAND  my  pin. 


What  is  the  color  of  a seafaring 
ghost? 

I don't  know,  what? 

Navy  boo. 


The  Southern  father  was  introduc- 
ing his  family  of  boys  to  a visiting 
governor. 

"Seventeen  boys,"  exclaimed  the 
father.  "And  all  Democrats  but  John, 
the  little  rascal.  He  got  to  readin'." 


"How  is  old  Bill  these  days?"  asked 
one  club  member  of  another. 

"Oh,  he's  much  better  since  his 
operation,"  was  the  reply  from  the 
second  member. 

"Operation?  I didn't  know  he'd 
had  one." 

"Oh,  haven't  you  heard  about  it? 
They've  removed  a brass  rail  that's 
been  pressing  against  his  foot  for 
years.” 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  710  13  & 


" . . . oh,  pardon  me,  Dean!” 


Two 
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IJuLversiti]  Styled 


CLOTHING  AND 
FURNISHINGS  for  MEN 


SIDNEY  WEST,  INC.,  14TH  & G 

E.  C.  GOTT  WASHINGTON 

Pres.  D.  C. 


ODE  TO  THE  DINING  HALL 

Backward,  turn  backward,  oh,  time,  in  thy  flight; 

Feed  me  on  grub  again,  just  for  tonight; 

I am  weary  of  sole-leather  steak, 

Petrified  doughnuts  and  vulcanized  cake. 

Oysters  that  slept  in  watery  bath, 

Butter  as  strong  as  Goliath  of  Gath. 

Weary  of  paying  for  what  I don't  eat, 

Chewing  up  rubber,  and  calling  it  meat. 


A co-ed  alone  is  not  necessarily  a 
temptation.  If  she  were  a tempta- 
tion, she  would  probably  not  be 
alone. 

"Girls,  I'm  going  to  be  awfully 
busy  after  I go  to  the  shore." 

"Getting  your  affairs  in  shape?" 

"No,  getting  my  shape  in  affairs." 


Welcome  the  Holidays! ! 

Greet  Christmas  and  the  New  Year 

WITH  FLOWERS 

from 

C.  & C.  Flower  Stores 

Flowers  for  All  Occasions  Irving  Phillips 

Corsages  a Specialty  Campus  Agent 


L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 

Fraternity  Xmas  Suggestions 

FRATERNITY  PINS  - SWEETHEART  PINS 
FRATERNITY  and  SORORITY  RINGS 
LOCKETS,  COMPACTS,  BRACELETS,  NOVELTIES 
- MARYLAND  RINGS  - 

204  International  Building 
1319  F St..  N.W.  - Washington.  D.  C. 

Telephone  National  1045 


Backward,  turn  backward,  for  weary  I am, 

Give  me  a whack  at  my  grandmother's  jam; 

Let  me  drink  milk  that  has  never  been  skimmed, 
Let  me  eat  butter  whose  hair  has  been  trimmed. 
Let  me  once  more  have  an  old-fashioned  pie, 

And  I'll  be  ready  to  turn  up  and  die. 

— B.  D. 


Don’ 

F ohget 
the 

OL’  LINE 

TALENT 

CONTEST 

is  still  open 
100— BUCKS— 100 

(FOLDING  MONEY) 


Every  pack  wrapped  in  2 jackets 
of  Cellophane;  the  OUTER  jacket 
opens  from  the  BOTTOM. 


When  she  lights 
An  Old  Gold 
She’ll  discover 
The  most  thrilling 
Chapter 
In  cigarette 
Enjoyment. 

Old  Gold  Christmas  book- 
package  now  on  sale  at 
all  cigarette  counters. 


TUNE  IN  on  Old  Gold’s  “Melody  and  Madness”  with  Bob  Benehley,  every  Sunday  night,  Columbia  Network,  Coast-to-Coast 

For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  . . . Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 


When  she  opens 
It  up 

She’ll  find 
Two  regular 
“Flat-Fifties” 

Of  Old  Golds 
(100  cigarettes). 


Whatever 
Her  taste 
Is  in  reading 
Here’s  one  book 
She’ll  really  enjoy. 
It’s  dedicated 
To  her 

Cigarette  taste 
. . . And  it’s  a 
Volume  of  pleasure ! 


This  Old  Gold 
Gift-book 
Looks  like 
A rare  edition. 


The  Girl 

“who  has  a Book’ 

Gets  a Book  and 
Loves  it! 
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Copyright,  1938,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co. 

P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  ( Signed ) 

R.  J.  Reynolds  T obacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  tobacco  in 
every  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


Here  are  some  of  the  answers 

you'd  like  to  give  when  an  officer  of 

the  law  stops  you  for  speeding  and 

says,  "Where's  your  license,  buddy?" 

1.  "My  name's  not  buddy,  you 
stinker;  it's  Richard  Quarterdeck 
Harrison,  the  third." 

2.  "I  haven't  the  slightest  idea. 
Where's  yours?" 

3.  "Which  do  you  want,  hunting  or 
fishing?" 

4.  "Why  waste  my  time?  In  the  end 
I'll  give  you  five  bucks  anyway." 

5.  "License — license!  What  she  is 
a license?" 

6.  "Oh,  you're  the  messenger  boy 
my  little  son  said  was  following 
us." 

7.  "I  haven't  got  a license  and 
what's  more,  the  car  is  stolen." 

8.  "How  dare  you,  officer!  You'll 
just  have  to  take  my  word  that 
we're  married." 

9.  "Beat  it  or  I'll  call  a cop." 

— Punch  Bowl. 


There  once  was  a U.  of  M.  Dr. 
Called  in  by  a coed  named  Prr. 
With  a batt'ry  he  shr. 

Quite  senseless  he  knr. 

Ten  plunks  was  the  sum  that  he  sr. 


A sign  seen  ornamenting  a Ken- 
tucky farmer's  acres: 

NOTIS 

Trespassers  will  be  persecuted  to 
the  full  extent  of  two  mongrel  dogs 
which  ain't  never  been  to  sociable 
with  strangers,  and  one  dubbl  barl 
shotgun  which  ain't  loaded  with  sofa 
pillows.  DAM  if  I ain’t  gettin  tired  of 
this  hell  raisin  round  my  place. 

— Wake  Forest  Student. 


Space  is  a footless  stocking  with- 
out any  leg. 

- Log. 


Flanks — "You're  welcome." 

Bullet — a young  cow  that  doesn't 
give  milk. 

Cartridge — soft  bone  membrane. 

Magazine  — first  balcony  in  a 
theatre. 

Boots — discarded  cigarettes. 

Parade — gold  trimming  on  an  offi- 
cer's sleeve. 

— The  Log. 


George  Washington:  Yes,  father, 
I cannot  tell  a lie.  I cut  your  sherry. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


A bachelor  is  one  guy  who  never 
Mrs.  anything. 

--Punch  Bowl. 
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IF  WINTER 


i 

j 


j 

! 


Photograph  by  G.  Crum. 
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REPLY 

My  father  said  the  day  I left  my  home  in  Washington, 

As  he  handed  me  my  toothbrush  and  kicked  me  not  too 
gently  on  the  run, 

"Don't  forget  your  old  man's  preaching,  and  the  things 
that  you  should  shun, 

If  you  think  you're  going  to  be  a College  Man." 

But  his  words  were  soon  forgotten  though  I listened 
most  discreet; 

A new  philosophy  of  life  I found  that  was  very  much 
complete — 

"Do  nothing,"  I heard  them  whisper,  confidential,  very 
sweet, 

"Just  do  nothing,  and  you'll  be  a College  Man." 

I did.  Every  day  I watched  the  studeges  wander  to 
their  classes, 

From  future  farmers  to  sweet  young  things  in  horn- 
rimmed glasses, 

Crop-rotation  experts,  brain  trusters,  even  fair  young 
lasses, 

But  did  I go?  Not  I — I was  a College  Man. 

I thought.  For  well  did  I remember  those  words  of 
wisdom  clear. 

And  though  in  organic  lab  lights  burned  eternal  through 
the  year, 


I worked  for  hours  at  nothing,  slept  through  lectures 
without  fear. 

All  this  I did  to  be  a College  Man. 

But  I didn't  make  the  Delta  Sigs  and  not  the  Sigma  Nu's, 

Though  Dr.  Broughton's  team  with  me  as  captain 
couldn't  lose; 

And  soon  there  came  a day — when  I had  no  choice  to 
choose — 

They  could  do  without  a truly  College  Man. 

I've  dug  ditches  up  to  Cumberland,  Queen  City  of  the 
State, 

Back  to  back  with  ODK's — moguls  tricked  by  fate; 

I've  washed  test-tubes  for  Alpha  Chi  Sig's,  I'm  sorry  to 
relate  — 

Just  a has  been,  would  be,  ex-Collegiate  Man. 

So  listen,  would  be  College  Men,  and  take  a tip  from  me, 

From  the  yellow  sands  of  Cuban  Isles  to  Berwyn  33, 

Ejection,  cold  and  heartless,  is  recompense  for  such 
as  we. 

Though  I realize  there  may  be  some  who'd  like  to 
disagree, 

I'm  a guy  who's  qualified  to  know — remember,  T.  St.  C., 

I did  nothing — but  I'm  not  a College  Man. 

— C.  F.  K. 


't.L. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seven 


OF  late  we  have  been  robed  in  a 
thick  cloak  of  deep  meditative 
gloom.  Never  before  have  things 
looked  so  black.  The  anti-freeze 
leaks  out  of  our  radiator,  our  post 
office  box  won't  open,  our  feet  have 
been  cold  since  September,  and  the 
paint  on  the  Diamondback  door  de- 
presses us  no  end.  We  drove 
through  Elkton  some  days  ago,  and 
it  was  the  saddest  of  all.  Already  the 
blue  paint  is  beginning  to  crack  and 
peel  off  the  "Minister  — Marriage 
Licenses"  signs.  A little  knot  of  JP's 
stood  on  a corner  casting  dark  looks 
about  at  voters.  On  the  edge  of  town 
a man,  clothed  in  simple  black, 
raked  a huge  pile  of  smoldering 
licenses.  He  turned  his  back  as  we 
passed. 

WORLD  • • 

One  nice  thing,  though,  about  this 
job;  ever  so  often  we  have  to  drive 
down  to  the  City  Post  Office  late  at 
night  to  beat  out  a deadline.  They 
have  a big  shiny  globe  down  there, 
has  all  the  mail  lines  and  stops  in 
little  lights,  yellow  and  red  for  air- 
lines, white  for  steamships.  We 
stood  for  a while  and  watched  it  as  it 
turned,  checking  up  on  a few  distant 
cities.  In  case  you  have  any  friends 
in  Hyderabad  or  Jizan,  you'd  better 
just  forget  about  them — no  yellow, 
red  or  white  lights  there.  You  can 
reach  Zamboango,  though,  you  know, 
where  the  monkeys  have  no  tails  in. 

The  whole  thing  creaks  as  it  goes 
around.  We  think  there's  a little  man 
in  there,  probably  a Martian. 


Jerry  Hardy 

REQUEST  9 • 

We  had  occasion  to  go  to  a down- 
town yacht  club  not  long  ago  with  a 
man  who  had  to  see  a man  about  a 
boat.  Wandering  around  among  the 
jibs  and  hausers,  we  ran  across  this 
sign,  obviously  done  in  a profes- 
sional hand: 

Please  Don't  Throw 
No  Cigarettes  Down 

We  like  sailors.  We're  sorry  now 
that  Navy  lost. 

GADGET  • • 

In  case  you  haven't  seen  those 
new  contraptions  they  have  out  to 
change  stations  on  your  radio,  you 
ought  to.  They  aren't  connected  with 
your  set  in  any  way.  You  just  sit  in 
the  next  room  and  spin  a dial  and 
immediately  you  get  new  noises. 
Uncanny,  we  calls  it,  uncanny.  No 
wires,  no  strings,  the  entire  machine 
is  operated  simply  and  inexpensively 
on  black  magic. 

We  aren't  going  to  try  to  figure  out 
how  they  work,  but  we're  going  to 
get  ourselves  one,  and  some  dark 
night  we're  going  to  skulk  up  and 
down  the  corridors  of  Calvert  Hall 
and  tune  everybody  in  to  KBXL,  Lis- 
bon, Portugal. 

MOVIE  • • 

We  don't  have  to  take  anyone's 
hearsay  for  this,  because  we  saw  it 
happen.  Some  engineering  class 
(does  anyone  know  exactly  what 
engineers  take?)  was  having  an  eve- 
ning lecture,  with  movies,  on  lubrica- 


tion. And  'cause  we  saw  it,  we  know 
that  all  the  boys  tried  to  get  dates, 
merely  telling  the  gals  that  they  were 
taking  them  to  the  movies.  Darned 
clever,  we  says — for  engineers. 

PROOF  • • 

Lawyers,  we  have  decided,  and 
judges  are  funny  people.  They  get 
the  idea  that  everything  has  to  be 
down  in  the  records  or  it  ain't  so.  We 
were  doing  our  law  in  the  library  last 
week,  and  were  startled  out  of  a 
lovely  dream  by  the  words,  so  help 
us,  "We  are  a Christian  people  (Holy 
Trinity  Church  v.  U.  S.  143  US  457, 
470,  471,  12  S.  Ct.  511,  36  L.  Ed.  226.)" 
Which  proves  it. 

HIGH  PRESSURE  • • 

We  took  a friend  into  town,  and 
while  he  was  doing  what  he  was 
doing,  we  waited  in  the  car  for  him. 
Because  we're  not  very  good  about 
such  things,  we  parked  right  beside 
a second-hand  car  lot.  We  were 
looking  through,  not  at,  a 1934  Ford, 
when  a voice  beside  us  said,  "Pretty 
nice,  huh,  pal?"  There  didn't  seem 
to  be  much  to  say  to  that  so  we  said 
it.  Apparently  he  still  regarded  us 
as  a customer  so  he  tried  again. 
"How'd  you  like  to  have  a car  like 
that,  pal?" 

This  time  we  did  better.  "No 
money,  pal,”  we  came  back. 

At  this  he  looked  at  us  reassur- 
ingly, suavely.  "Aw  hell,”  he  said, 
"you  don't  need  no  money  to  buy  a 
car." 

So  we  came  home  to  think  it  over. 


I 
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CONFLICT 


By  Burton  Davis 

Humor 


THERE  are  two  opposing  forces 
living  side  by  side  in  the  dormi- 
tory, the  Conservatives  and  the 
Radicals.  On  the  first  team  are  the 
students,  on  the  second,  the  hecklers. 
The  time  for  attack  by  R.  on  C.  is 
every  night  from  seven  to  ten,  and 
paradoxically  enough,  it  has  become 
known  as  Quiet  Hour. 

When  seven  o'clock  rolls  around 
the  Conservatives  turn  off  their  radios 
and  start  to  study;  the  Radicals  turn 
off  their  radios  too,  but  only  in  order 
to  have  silence  while  they  plan  their 
evenings  heckling  activities.  Even 
they  cannot  think  while  a radio  is 
playing.  They  soon  formulate  their 
plans  and  the  radios  come  back  on. 
Quiet  (?)  Hour  has  really  started.  By 
this  time  the  Conservative  is  buried 
deep  in  a chemistry  assignment. 
Probably  he  is  writing  up  an  experi- 
ment. All  is  quiet.  Suddenly  a 
rumbling  sound,  like  that  of  an 
avalanche,  splits  the  silence!  A great 
crashing  and  banging  is  heard  com- 
ing from  the  corridor.  Score  one  for 
the  Radicals.  Their  first  move  was  to 
roll  a cannon  ball  down  the  hall. 
Possibly  two  or  three  balls!  A nerve- 
racking  sound  to  say  the  least.  Every- 
one now  rushes  out  in  the  hall,  even 
the  Radical,  for  he  must  not  give  him- 
self away  by  remaining  in  his  room. 
All  swear  that  they  will  kill  the  so- 
and-so  who  rolled  the  ball.  A few 
minutes  later  the  crowd  disperses  to 
their  rooms,  the  Conservatives  to  re- 
sume their  study,  and  the  Radicals  to 
plan  more  fiendish  ways  of  making 
pests  of  themselves. 

Half  an  hour  later,  when  it  is  again 
quiet,  a Radical  on  the  first  floor,  who 
has  a brother  radical  on  the  third, 


begins  to  send  him  a message  by 
tapping  on  the  steam  pipes.  They 
tap  back  and  forth  for  a while  until 
they  tire  of  making  so  little  noise; 
then  they  send  their  messages  by 
pounding  on  the  walls.  When  they 
run  out  of  messages  they  pound  just 
for  the  sake  of  pounding.  They  work 
out  very  intricate  drum  beats  that 
would  make  even  Gene  Krupa  blush 
for  shame.  After  a few  seconds  of 
this  the  place  sounds  like  a cannibal 
convention.  Finally  the  Conserva- 
tive, who  has  read  the  paragraph  on 
page  263  six  times  and  still  does  not 
know  its  content,  again  leaves  his 
book  and  dashes  out  in  search  of  the 
guilty  Radical.  As  usual  he  is  un- 
successful and  returns  wearily  to  his 
books. 

Sometime  later  there  is  a knock  at 
his  door.  Does  he  want  to  buy  any 
neckties?,  inquires  a salesman.  No! 
Another  knock,  does  he  want  to  buy 
a recording?  No!  During  the  course 
of  the  evening  he  is  asked  to  buy 
anything  from  shoelaces  to  a photo 
of  himself.  Special  today,  a one 
dollar  picture  for  only  fifty  cents.  No 
thank  you.  Besides  that  there  is  a 
genuine  hand-tinted  miniature  thrown 
in  for  good  measure,  does  he  want 
one?  NO! 


By  this  time  it  is  10  o'clock,  and 
the  regulation  quiet  period  is  over. 
At  once  all  of  the  Radicals  run 
through  the  halls  yelling  as  loud  as 
they  can.  This  is  to  show  the  Con- 
servative that  he  can't  study  even  if 
he  wants  to.  Since  the  Radicals  are 
only  human,  which  we  sometimes 
doubt,  they  soon  tire  of  this  sport,  and 
seek  their  respective  beds,  that  is, 
most  of  them  do.  The  Conservative 
starts  again.  This  is  when  he  can  do 
his  best  work,  for  this  is  compara- 
tively the  quietest  part  of  the  quiet 
hours. 

A few  of  the  Radicals  are  still  up 
though,  and  they  do  their  best  to 
bother  the  poor  Conservative.  He 
hears  a knock  at  his  door.  He  opens 
it  and  jumps  back  just  in  time  to 
escape  being  hit  by  a trash  can 
leaned  against  his  door  so  that  it  will 
fall  in  when  the  door  is  opened!  The 
crash  wakens  half  of  the  dorm  and 
bewildered  Conservative  learns  what 
his  fellows  think  of  him.  Disgusted 
with  the  world  in  general  he  decides 
to  forget  his  books  and  goes  to  bed. 
He  turns  on  the  radio  so  that  he  can 
be  lulled  to  sleep  by  some  soft  sweet 
music.  Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of 
Larry  Clinton's  excellent  rendition  of 
"My  Reverie",  the  night  is  split  with 
a terrific  roar  from  the  radio,  a deafen- 
ing burst  of  static.  The  Radical  on 
the  first  floor  has  a spark  coil  hooked 
up  to  the  electrical  system.  This  is 
the  payoff.  With  a howl  of  despair 
the  Conservative  buries  his  head  in 
the  pillow  and  lapses  into  restless 
sleep.  Down  on  the  first  floor  the 
Radical  smiles  slyly  when  he  hears 
the  howl.  He  drops  quietly  off  to 
sleep.  Quiet  hours  at  last! 
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What!  No  Dish  Washing 

By  Carolyn  Clugston 

Humorous  Article 


FOR  quite  a while  now  I've  had  an  unhealthy  desire 
to  discover  in  a healthy  way  just  what  would 
happen  if  a Maryland  couple  broke  after  a week  of 
paying  lab  fees,  joining  the  Swim,  Riding,  and  Ross- 
burg  Clubs,  and  having  their  pictures  taken  decided  to 
join  the  "Thank  God  it's  Friday  Club"  and  celebrate  at 
the  Washington  night  spots  (P.  S.  not  the  Grill).  One 
particular  afternoon,  I said  today's  the  day  to  find  out, 
and  having  nothing  to  do  but  write  a book-report,  dis- 
sect a cat,  and  study  for  two  quizzes,  I donned  a hat  to 
impress  the  city  folks,  climbed  into  my 
and  started  for  town. 

It  was  a beautiful  (substitute  gorge- 
ous, lovely,  a choice)  day  and 
Sally  made  the  trip  in  great 
shape.  I realized  that  there 
was  no  use  starting  at  the 
bottom  of  the  social  ladder 
and  went  to  the  Mayflower 
first.  Since  there  was  no 
use  being  chicken  about 
the  whole  thing,  I asked  to 
see  the  gentleman  in  charge 
of  the  cocktail  lounge.  The 
bell  boy  reaching  almost  to 
my  knees,  led  me  through 
miles  of  mirrored  corridors,  and 
then  remarked  in  a base  voice, 

"Wait  a moment,  please.  I'll  see  if 
Anatole  is  here."  Figiting  from  one  foot 
to  another,  I crooned  an  off  key  accompani- 
ment to  the  strains  of  "My  Reverie"  emerging  from 
behind  the  palms  as  I waited. 

"Oui,  mess,  what  eez  eet?" 

The  French  accent  was  perfect;  the  tuxedo  was 
immaculate.  I stated  my  business  and  looked  at  him 
expectantly. 

"Oui,  mess,  but  ze  people,  zey  are  honest.  Even  eef 
their  wallet,  she  eez  at  home,  zey  return  and  pay  us. 
Eeef  they  do  not?  Well,  we  first  charge  it  up  to  profit 
and  loss;  you  know  that  handy  accounting  way  of  doing 
things.  No  zey  could  nevaire  comeback,  but  we  might 
get  ze  unpleasant  publicity  by  calling  ze  police  to 
collect  ze  check." 

The  sweet  music,  soft  lights  and  alluring  odor  of 
popcorn  beckoned  me  from  beyond  the  palms  but 
Anatole  was  saying  goodbye  effusively  with  a low  bow 
and  ciick  of  the  heels  and  that  was  my  cue  to  depart. 
Armed  by  the  thought  that  no  Marylander  would  ever 


be  forced  to  wash  dishes  at  the  Mayflower,  no  matter 
how  financially  embarrassed  he  was,  I felt  I was  gather- 
ing some  important  data.  Taking  my  trusty  compass 
in  hand,  I set  a course  and  was  soon  out  of  the  May- 
flower labyrinth. 

Three  traffic  jams,  twelve  turns  around  the  block  and 
was  parked  at  the  ITotel  Washington,  the  only  place 
downtown  without  a parking  meter.  I adjusted  my  bent 
feather,  entered  the  hotel  and  asked  for  the  manager. 
Only  to  be  told  that  all  of  them  were  out.  Discouraged 
I snagged  the  eye  of  a passing  waiter  and 
began  my  questioning. 

"Vat — no  vun  ever  left  de  Varshing- 
ton  Tap  Room  mitout  paying  his 
bill!  Ve  don't  deal  mit  dot  kind 
of  peepul.  Except,  of  course, 
zot  eez  ze  peeple  dot  just 
valk  oudt.  Perhaps  dez  for- 
get to  pay — perhaps  dey 
drink  she  do  it.  Now  de 
uder  day,  two  young 
laadies  come  in.  They  has 
good  clothes;  I feel  de  ma- 
terial ven  I halp  dem  mit  der 
coats.  Dey  sit  der;  der  order 
four  scotch  and  sodas  apiece, 
and  den  ven  I go  avay  und 
come  back,  dey  are  gone.  Dat  is 
how  it  is,  you  know.  No,  if  dey  say 
dey  cen't  pay,  dey  leave  a ring  or  vatch 
mit  us,  or  give  us  der  name  und  come  again 
and  pay  us.  Send  for  de  police,  noo — not  dat!  We 
ust  lose  de  money.  It  don't  happen  much." 

Weak  after  that  tirade  of  Baron  Munchausen  English, 
I thanked  him  and  backed  gracefully  into  a waiting  pillar 
(not  a man — darn  it!).  It  hurt,  but  I hid  my  pain  beneath 
a smile  and  stalked  to  the  nearest  two  whirls  of  the 
revolving  door,  and  I was  out  on  the  street,  hanging  on 
to  my  wind-blown  hat,  and  heading  up  F Street  for  the 
Mayfair,  Cocktail  Lounge  of  all  Nations.  I fully  expected 
to  find  it  full  of  Marylanders,  but  it  wasn't  quite  4:20 
yet  and  the  place  was  comparatively  deserted. 

This  time  I got  the  genuine  article,  the  manager,  a 
genial  man,  and  much  to  my  relief,  accentless.  I spoke 
my  piece,  well-rehearsed  by  this  time,  and  in  plain 
English  he  replied, 

"Well,  miss,  we  do  have  a bit  of  trouble  with  cus- 
tomers not  paying  their  checks.  Mostly  they  are  just 
cheap  chiselers,  but  a few  do  honestly  forget  their 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Currently  Booked 


For  those  of  you  who  like  to  give 
books  at  Christmas,  may  we  suggest 
the  following: 

"Double  Parked"  by  Mike  Johnson, 
another  in  his  long  series  of  such 
books,  the  general  title  of  the  whole 
series  being  "The  Pink  Ticket".  Al- 
though at  times  difficult  to  under- 
stand, and  very  annoying  in  places, 
the  books  are  done  in  a pleasant, 
agreeable  style  by  this  experienced 
author. 

"Fashion  Is  Cabbage"  by  the  well 
known  style  authority  of  college  do- 
dads  and  thingmagigs,  Miss  Peggy 
Maslin. 

From  the  brilliant  pen  of  one  of  our 
foremost  men  of  letters,  L.  Hoover,  a 


revealing  autobiography  entitled  "My 
Four  Years  in  a Quandry,  and  How  I 
Grew". 

"Honor  Not  So  Bright",  a perfectly 
thrilling  narrative  explaining  all, 
under  the  joint  authorship  of  the 
Cribbers  of  Calvert  Hall. 

"Popular  Questions  Asked",  a work 
to  appeal  to  the  inquisitive  mind  by 
Freudenberger.  Someday  Mr.  Freud- 
enberger  hopes  to  write  a sequel  to 
this  which  will  answer  the  questions. 
For  the  present,  however,  he  is  con- 
tent merely  to  ask  them. 

And  now  at  last  a work  by  those 
two  whose  names  have  become  as 
familiar  to  us  as  Gilbert  and  Sullivan, 
or  Fanchon  and  Marco.  They  are 


Ross  and  Warfield,  and  the  book  that 
they  have  been  so  many  years  pro- 
ducing together  is  simply  entitled 
"We". 

"Honey  in  My  Horn",  the  memoires 
of  a coed  band  member,  told  very 
effectively  by  Virginia  Long. 

"These  Yearlings",  the  latest  work 
of  Robert  Fitzhugh. 

From  the  German  authority  on 
bands,  Siebeneichen,  "Listen  For  a 
Lonesome  Drummer". 

"The  Lights  That  Failed",  edited  by 
the  College  Park  Power  Plant,  a 
marvelous  scientific  work. 

"Present  Perfect  Indicative"  from 
the  intellectual  pen  of  Susan  Harmon 
promises  to  be  another  typical  work 
of  hers  of  the  type  we  follow  so 
attentively. 

One  of  the  most  helpful  domestic 
guides  yet  written,  "If  I Had  4 
Lemons"  by  Mrs.  Claribell  Welsh. 
Mrs.  Welsh  explains  in  this,  her  latest 
book,  hot  off  the  griddle,  how  to  do 
everything  around  the  house,  from 
planning  the  daily  meals  to  lubricat- 
ing the  washing  machine  and  the 
baby. 

And  now  the  great  literary  surprise 
of  the  season!  That  John  Bunny  of 
the  modern  stage,  that  Woollcott  of 
College  Park,  that  Colosus  of  the 
campus,  ARTHUR  GREENFIELD, 
proudly  presents  his  autobiography— 
subtly  titled  "Listen!  the  Wind". 

"Farewell  to  Farms"  a cooperative 
novel  by  a group  of  students  who 
were  in  the  College  of  Agriculture, 
but  recanted  and  became  Engineers. 

"Let  Em  Eat  Pie",  a satiric  new  play 
about  conditions  in  the  dining  halls 
of  America,  by  the  rising  young 
dramatist,  James  Kehoe. 

"Maryland,  My  Merryland”,  by  Har- 
lan Randall,  something  entirely  new 
in  operettas.  Barbara  Ritchie,  the 
heroine,  has  some  entrancing  songs, 
some  of  which  are,  "The  Same  Sil- 
very Moon  Must  Be  Tarnished  by 
Now,"  "Your  Land  and  My  Land 
Have  Been  Plowed  Under,"  etc. 

— M.  Z. 
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TERP  TIDBITS 

Old  Line  poetry  is  a triumph  of 
mind  over  meter. 

Most  of  the  Terp  football  players 
have  now  been  put  away  in  plaster 
casts  for  the  winter. 

The  Dean's  letters  to  our  fathers 
help  to  keep  the  home  sires  burning. 

Here's  to  our  coeds,  God  bless  'em. 
No  matter  how  crazy  they  dress  'em. 

When  we  were  nine,  we  used  to 
get  half  fare  on  the  railroads.  Now 
that  we  are  nineteen,  we  get  it  at 
the  dining-hall. 

A wallet  will  make  a good  Christ- 
mas present  for  Dad.  But  he  won't 
need  it  until  a few  weeks  after 
Christmas. 


"You  just  sink  into  our  chairs!" 


"Why  don't  you  have  the  toaster  regulated!" 


THE  WOULD-BE  MYSTERY  NOVELIST  IN  SCHOOL 

Returns  to  his  dorm  room  and  finds  door  locked.  Dis- 
regards using  knocker  but  bangs  on  the  door  with  his 
feet  and  yells  wildly,  "Open  that  door!" 

Breaks  door  down  with  emergency  fire  hatchet  in  hall. 
Thinks  up  good  line  to  exclaim  over  dead  body  of 
roommate  he  expects  to  find  on  the  floor.  Rushes  in 
ready  to  swear  vengeance.  Finds  nothing  on  the  floor 
except  the  rug  and  cigarette  ashes,  (his  own.) 

Nervously  paces  up  and  down.  Finds  note  on  table 
in  roommate's  writing.  "Gone  to  movies.  Be  back  late. 
Don't  wait  for  me  to  eat." 

"Eat,"  he  exclaims.  "Who  can  eat  on  a night  like  this! 
Anything  is  liable  to  happen." 

Pulls  down  all  the  shades  and  turns  out  all  the  lights 
except  a couple  of  green  ones.  Begins  to  write  the  next 
chapter  in  his  latest  book  "The  Woman  with  Fangs." 
Taps  on  wall.  Receiving  no  answer,  he  begins  to  write. 
Reads  over  what  he  has  written  and  dozes  off.  Awakens, 
terrified,  as  he  feels  a long,  bony  hand  clutching  his 
throat.  Grasps  fingers  of  hand,  and  twists  them.  Lets 
out  a yell  of  pain  as  he  discovers  it's  his  own  hand. 
Feels  foolish,  so  puts  on  all  lights,  gets  dressed,  and 
runs  over  to  spend  evening  with  the  undertaker's 
daughter. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


• OLD  LINE  • 

Founded  1930 


Vol.  8 DECEMBER.  1938  No.  3 


JERRY  HARDY,  Editor-in-chief 
IRVING  PHILLIPS,  Business  Manager 
MICKEY  MacDONALD,  Women's  Editor 

EDITORIAL  STAFF 

TOMMY  ST.  CLAIR,  Feature  Editor 
CAROLINE  CLUGSTON 
NORMAN  HATHAWAY 
CHARLES  KSANDA 
CECIL  MARTIN 
BESS  PATERSON 
ROY  RAMSEY 
PEGGY  SMALTZ 
MARGARET  WALLACE 
JUDY  WOODRING 
MARY  ZURHORST 

ART  STAFF 

DICK  LEE,  Art  Editor 
JACK  CORSON 
NEAL  HATHAWAY 
BILL  INGRAHAM 
WALTER  KERWIN 
KITTY  GILLELAND 

BUSINESS  STAFF 

KELSO  SHIPE,  National  Advertising  Manager 

CARL  GOLLER,  Circulation  Manager 
FRANK  DAVIS 
RUTH  RICHMOND 
LIDA  SARGEANT 


Published  eight  times  during  Office  of  Publication,  Pubiica- 
the  college  year  by  the  students  tions  Building,  College  Park, 
of  the  University  of  Maryland.  Maryland. 

Subscription  price,  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents  the  year, 
twenty  cents  a copy. 

Printed  by  the  Reese  Press,  Baltimore,  Md. 

Engraving  by  Standard  Engravers,  Washington,  D.  C. 


LOCAL  VOCAL 

Oh  how  I hate  to  get  up  in  the  morning, 

Oh  how  I love  to  remain  in  bed! 

But  the  hardest  blow  of  all  is  to  hear — 

"Next  to  a new  car,  it's  Howard's  oderless  Hunky  bars, 
that  lucky  number  address." 


Must  you  dance  every  dance  with  same  fortunate  man? 
You  have  danced  with  him  since  the  music  began. 
Won't  you  change  partners  and  give  me  a shot  at  some 
of  the  other  women  at  this  Rossburg. 


Down  by  the  old  mill  stream 
Where  I first  met  you, 

With  your  eyes  so  blue 

And  your  dull  little  jars  of  algae,  tadpoles,  and  mayfly 
larvae. 


So  help  me, 

May  I never  see  the  moon  on  high, 

May  I never  see  the  stars  close  by, 

So  help  me 

If  I don't  think  the  guy  that  had  the  coke  before  mine 
out  of  this  glass  w as  chewing  gum. 


Sometimes  I wonder  why  I spend  the  lonely  night 
Dreaming  of  a song.  But  then,  that's  a damsite  more 
fun  than  doing  Chem.  79y. 


Dressed  up  in  a gown  that  trails  on  the  floor. 
Hey  babe,  your  hem's  hanging! 
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CHRISTMAS  LINES 

A short  history  of  greeting-card  verse  from  Sappho  to  Sandburg. — A master's  thesis. 


By  Charles  Ksanda 

Satire 


IT  is  almost  Christmas,  and  Christmas  is  the  time  when 
everyone  exudes  a disgustingly  pleasant  feeling  of 
well-being,  feels  himself  spiritually  elevated,  mentally 
and  morally  at  peace  with  the  world  and  gets  drunk 
on  mince  pie.  It  is  a lovely  time  of  year.  But — whether 
it  is  the  approach  of  Mr.  Claus  or  abnormal  activity  of 
the  thyroid  or  sunspots — there  is  a certain  specimen  of 
the  human  race  that  emerges  now  and  in  the  spring  to 
harangue  us  with  his  metrified  thoughts.  To  the 
psychologist  he  is  known  as  manic-depressive  or  de- 
mentia precox;  to  others  he  is  known  by  equally  evasive 
and  equally  obscene  terms.  To  himself  he  is — quite 
suddenly — a poet. 

There  are  many  domestic  varieties  of  this  type  and 
each  has  its  own  mode  of  expression.  There  are  some 
who  pick  butterflies  from  the  wall  paper  and  there  is 
the  modern  school.  To  them,  meter,  rhyme,  punctua- 
tion, and  reason  are  things  of  the  past.  The  modern 
school  finds  expression  in  free  verse.  A typical  ex- 
ample is  type  OU-20: 

Violet,  long  threads,  short,  some  circles, 

And  then 
just  violet 

Vermillion,  vindicative,  violent  violet 
That  haunts 
my  soul 
I wonder, 

I wonder; 

I wonder. 

Either  may  be  if  any  are  of  which. 

Can  this 
be 

Christmas?1 

Here  is  the  full  play  of  emotion  as  the  mind  slowly 
totters.  The  value  of  the  poem  may  be  roughly  esti- 
mated by  the  degree  of  incoherence,  the  inappropriate- 
ness and  the  extreme  subtleness  of  the  theme. 


'See  Moron,  Less,  "Annual  Report  of  the  British  Society  of  Coopera- 
tive Industrial  Sheep  Dippers,  1941." 


In  the  second  type  of  poem  which  is  very  common- 
very  common — the  author  attempts  to  display  his  eleven 
word  vocabulary  of  Latin  or  French.  The  foreign  line 
always  occurs  at  the  climax,  always  where  it  is  most 
important  and  most  undesirable. 

In  the  darkness,  still  and  white, 

Listen — do  you  hear? 

While  the  snow  falls  in  the  night, 

Look— can  you  see? 

Les  champs  sont  nus,  loncard  de  les  lus. 

They  are  les  fuille  de  rie.2 

Unfailingly,  some  guy  tries  to  create  suspense  and 
pack  a big  punch  in  the  last  line  by  ending  the  poem 
with  the  word  Christmas.  So  there  has  to  be  something 
to  rhyme  with  Christmas.  Unfortunately,  the  English 
language  is  not  constructed  to  meet  this  demand;  there 
seems  to  be  one,  only  one,  eternal  solution: 

There  is  no  stuffing  in  Peru, 

No  pumpkin  pie,  no  turkey  stew, 

No  mashed  potatoes  to  bring  on  indigestion. 

So  I've  often  asked  the  question, 

Down  by  the  Isthmus— 

What  do  they  eat  for  Christmas?3 

There  is  another  type  of  poem,  much  different  from 
these.  It  is  the  serious  poem.  The  serious  poet  does 
not  believe  that  Christmas  is  designed  for  a day  of 
feasting.  For  him  it  is  a day  of  reverence  and  piety. 
He  believes  this  because  for  one  reason  or  another 
(usually  one  is  enough)  he  does  not  eat.  Another  varia- 
tion, sub-group  15B,  is  often  met  with.  His  outlook  on 
life,  the  future  existence  of  democracy,  and  the  girl  in 
the  next  apartment  is  very  depressing.  Sub-group  15B 
is  usually  a fat  person,  oozing  with  hundred  dollar  bills, 
and  his  poetry  is  very  very  cynical.  The  following  lines 
are  illustrative: 


"From  Backinkoif,  Cecil,  "Comparative  Invertebrate  Morphology  and 

its  effect  on  the  Economic  Independence  of  the  Fiji  Islands." 

3See  "Much  Verse." 


(Continued  on  page  28) 
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THEY  WISHT  THEY  WAS  DEAD 

By  Bess  Paterson 

Fiction 


HENRIETTA  dip-two-three,  dip-two  three-dip-two- 
threeed  around  the  combination  living  room  and 
bedroom  (when  you  pulled  out  the  day  bed)  of  the 
apartment.  She  was  waltzing  and  she  felt  very  classical 
on  account  of  the  Wednesday  night  Culture  Class  had 
got  her.  She  and  Marie  and  Pearl  from  Counter  9 in 
the  five  and  dime  had  started  going  to  the  class  and 
now  the  girls  from  counters  10  and  15  and  7 were  all 
going,  and  they  were  reading  Romeo  and  Juliet  which 
gave  them  Yearnings  for  High  Romance. 

Henrietta  was  no  small  yearner  herself.  She 
had  taken  to  doing  all  sorts  of  little  genteel  things 
like  giving  dainty  pats  to  the  pudgy  cushions 
on  the  day  bed  and  kicking  the  mangy  fringe 
on  the  rug  in  place  with  the  toe  of  her  high 
heeled  patent  leathers  and  even  wearing 
a red  rose  in  the  fluff  on  top  of  her 
head  times  like  tonight  when  she  had  ’ • 
a heavy  date  with  Gus  who  was 
real  cute  and  had  a swell  job  as 
a butcher  in  the  A.  and  P. 

Hey  yelled  Gramma  from 
the  back  room,  doorbell. 

Henrietta  hadn't  even 
heard  it  but  now  she  went  and 
opened  the  door  and  sagged 
against  it  like  §he  had  anemia  or 
something  else  awfully  delicate  and 
looked  at  Gus. 

Hen  said  Gus  lamping  her  plenty 
soulfully. 

Will  you  come  in  asked  Henrietta,  back- 
ing back  and  throwing  out  one  arm  in  her 
idea  of  a sweeping  gesture. 

You  are  darn  tooting  I will  come  in  replied 
Gus  what  do  you  think  I am  doing;  ringing 
doorbells! 

Hen  was  not  a little  hurt  by  this,  but  she  said  nothing 
just  sat  down  on  the  day  bed  which  was  now  a couch 
and  looked  like  High  Romance. 

Well  what  do  you  want  to  do  tonight  baby  1 am 
slightly  in  the  money  as  Smelly  Applebaum  just  paid 
me  the  eight  bits  that  he  owed  me.  How  would  a show 
hit  you,  say  Kid  Cardigan  Rides  Again  which  is  at  the 
Aurora. 

It  was  not  hard  to  tell  that  this  was  Henrietta's  idea 
of  nothing  to  do  as  she  stated  I have  seen  Kid  Cardigan 
at  least  four  times  and  do  not  think  I could  stand  seeing 


him  ride  again. 

Oh  Gus  was  more  surprised  than  pleased  but  calm. 
He  continued.  We  can  always  go  to  Coney  Island 
what  say  babe. 

Henrietta  was  getting  fed  because  the  effects  of  the 
Culture  Club  made  her  feel  that  Gus's  little  projects 
were  definitely  on  the  shoddy  side  she  murmered 
bitterly  Romeo  Romeo  wherefore  art  thou  Romeo. 

Who  is  this  Romeo  asked  Gus  who  was  very  much 
in  a fog  on  account  of  Henrietta  was  usually  all  for 
his  ideas  of  something  to  do  and  he  began  to 
suspect  another  man  had  entered  her  life. 

At  this  point  Henrietta  began  to  see  Light  and 
realize  that  Gus  was  a man  in  whom  culture 
was  definitely  lacking  as  he  did  not  even 
know  who  Romeo  was  who  everybody 
knew  was  a wonderful  actor  also  she 
could  see  Gus  was  getting  jealous  of 
him  although  goodness  knows  he 
didn't  need  to  and  it  was  sort  of 
fun. 

So  Henrietta  refused  to  talk 
and  Gus  was  very  puzzled 
and  generally  griped  and  it 
ended  up  by  Gus  stalking  out 
and  slamming  the  door  and 
Henrietta  yelling  very  unroman- 
tically  after  him  that  she  never 
wanted  to  see  him  again  and  also  that 
she  wisht  she  was  dead. 

They  both  went  to  bed  early  and 
thought  they  would  not  sleep  a wink  but 
they  did  and  Henrietta  was  very  mad  at  her- 
self when  she  woke  up  in  the  morning  and 
remembered  that  she  had  not  cried  on  her  pillow. 
She  was  so  low  that  she  decided  to  open  her  dime 
bank  and  get  her  hair  set  up  on  top  of  her  head  in 
all  curls  and  maybe  that  would  make  her  feel  that  Life 
was  worth  Living. 

She  was  just  about  to  leave  for  the  five  and  dime 
when  Mrs.  Peters  knocked  on  the  ceiling  three  times 
which  meant  there  was  a phone  call  and  she  ran  up 
the  steps  two  at  a time  and  answered  the  phone  very 
bored. 

It  was  Gus  and  he  was  sorry.  I wisht  I was  dead 
he  said.  Hen  I gotta  see  you. 

I am  sorry  said  Henrietta  very  dignified  but  I am 
going  to  the  Mon  Cheri  Beauty  Salon  after  work  and 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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(Patent  it  is  that  just  being  an  engineer  is  enough  to  get  anybody  down.  But  when  you're  an  engineer  whose 
flunking  a couple  of  courses,  and  your  girl  hates  you  sincerely,  and  you've  just  broken  your  slide  rule,  this  is  what 
happens.  The  letter  below  was  seriously  written,  seriously  sent.  We'll  swipe  the  reply,  too,  if  there  is  one. 
Ed.  note.) 


WOMAN'S 
CLOWNING  GLORY 

or  How  to  Wear  the  Hair  Up — 1938 

1.  Wash  thoughtfully,  and  hang 
face  downward  over  the  end  of 
the  bed.  Meditate  for  an  aeon 
or  so. 

2.  Borrow  roommate's  hairbrush, 
and  work  into  a frenzy  from  the 
bottom  up,  until  you  look  like  the 
Venida  hair-net  girl,  and  feel  like 
a paralyzed  porcupine. 

3.  Madly  jab  a few  little  combs  into 
your  skull  to  keep  the  hair  in 
inverted  position. 

4.  Make  a desperate  effort  to  roll 
the  remaining  ends  up  on  tin 
curlers.  If  the  attempt  fails,  rally 
a few  of  your  cohorts  and  press 
them  into  service. 


5.  Keep  calm,  and  remember  that 
Rome  wasn't  built  in  a day. 

6.  Sit  under  the  study  lamp  to  dry. 

7.  Endure  this  as  long  as  possible, 
then  extract  the  curlers  with  a 
sigh  of  relief.  If  the  curls  are  a 
wee  bit  shy  about  sitting  so 
brazenly  atop  your  dome,  kidnap 
the  roommate's  bobby  pins  to 
help  overcome  this  timidity. 
When  these  run  out,  try  paper 
clips  or  knitting  needles;  this  will 
not  only  prove  effective,  but  add 
that  touch  of  personal  chic  and 
untrammelled  individuality. 

8.  A single  loose  curl  suspended 
from  the  crown  and  falling  gently 
down  the  back  will  add  that 
effect  of  studied  carelessness. 

9.  Now,  get  down  that  deliciously 
mad  little  hat,  trimmed  with  pink 
velvet  Brussel  sprouts,  and  drop 
in  tactfully  over  one  eye.  For 


dressy  occasions,  wear  long 
crystal  chandelier  earrings. 

10.  Take  a final  plunge  into  the 
mirror  and  remember  you  are 
descendant  of  a long  line  of 
pioneers.  Then  go  to  meet  your 
date.  Or  fate. 

11.  Wash  it  out  and  wear  it  page- 
boy for  the  rest  of  the  season. 

— Old  Maid. 


ROSE 

Because  you  are  very  beautiful, 

I have  sent  you  a rose. 

A very  beautiful  rose. 

It  is  called 
"Y  = Z cos.  2 b." 

This  according  to  the  Calculus  book 
Is  the  equation  for  a four-leafed  rose. 
Silly 

Having  equations  for  roses. 

— C.  F.  K. 


. . . and  to  everybody 
more  smoking  pleasure 


Chesterfield  Cigarettes  in  their 
attractive  Christmas  cartons 
appeal  to  everyone.  Their 
refreshing  mildness  and  better 
taste  give  smokers  everywhere 
more  pleasure. 


Copyright  1938,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


"DON'T  GO 

A-WOOING  WITH 
A STEWING  PIPE!" 


“NO  DAUGHTER  OF  MINE  can  go 

with  a young  whippet  snapper  who 
smokes  such  rank-smelling  tobacco. 
Clean  that  pipe!  Switch  to  a mild, 
tasty  blend  like  my  Sir  Walter! 


SMART  GIRL!  She  swiped  her 
father’s  2-ounce  tin,  and  now 
they’ve  got  the  old  hoy’s  blessing 
— bins  the  world’s  most  bite-less 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  I n a recent 
survey  by  Self-IIelp  Bureaus  of  25representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  G3  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 
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He's  No  Longer  A Professor  If  . . . 

1.  He  says,  "I  agree  with  you,''  in- 
stead of,  "I  hold  with  your  thesis.'' 

2.  He  says  "nec'  es-sary"  instead 
of  "ness-ess-ree." 

3.  He,  upon  coming  into  the  class- 
room, doesn't  spend  the  first  ten 
minutes  of  the  lecture  moving  his 
desk  back  an  inch. 

4.  He  pronounces  an  "r"  in  a word. 

5.  He  comes  to  class  with  an  un- 
crumpled collar. 

6.  He  gives  more  attention  to  the 
lecture  than  to  the  open  door  in 
the  back  of  the  room. 

7.  He  spends  two  weeks  on  a sub- 
ject and  then  actually  gives  a 
question  on  it  in  the  final. 

8.  He  fails  to  make  some  bright  re- 
mark when  the  word  "beer"  or 
"liquor"  appears  in  the  course  of 
a lecture. 

9.  He  refrains  from  the  well  known 
"Well,  Mr.  Forkprong,  why  don't 
you  tell  us  the  joke?  Then  we 
can  all  laugh  along  with  you  and 
your  lady  friend." 

10.  He  revises  his  lectures  oftener 
than  once  in  five  years. 

1 1.  He  doesn't  take  back  every  state- 
ment made  during  a lecture  when 
questioned  on  it  afterwards. 

12.  He  can  be  found  in  his  office 
oftener  than  one  hour  a week. 

13.  He  stresses  the  subject  matter  of 
a poem  rather  than  the  meter 
and  punctuation. 

14.  He,  upon  being  confronted  with 
an  even  ton  of  contradictory  data, 
admits  that  he  might  have  been 
mistaken. 

15.  He,  during  the  winter  months, 
doesn't  spend  fifteen  minutes  put- 
ting on  and  taking  off  his  rubbers, 
and  then  another  fifteen  in  telling 
why  his  wife  makes  him  wear 
them. 


"Did  you  have  a good  time  at  the 
Christmas  Rossburg?" 

"Naw — I was  board  stiff." 


She  was  only  a fruit  vendor's 
daughter,  but  she  had  appeal  for  me. 


Now  I lay  me  down  to  sleep. 

I gave  a guy  my  watch  to  keep. 
Next  time  I play  a one-to-ten, 
I'll  have  to  hock  my  pin.  Amen. 


Some  men  smile  in  the  evening, 
Some  men  smile  at  dawn, 

But  the  man  worth  while 
Is  the  man  who  can  smile 
When  his  two  front  teeth  are  gone. 

— Swiped. 


For  a few  moments  the  youth  stood 
there,  bewildered.  Then  his  fists 
clenched.  Everything  depended  on 
the  next  few  seconds.  His  aged 
mother  was  waiting,  praying,  no 
doubt.  Thousands  of  people  all  over 
the  United  States  were  leaning  for- 
ward with  bated  breath,  expectant. 

"Six  seconds  left,"  said  the  an- 
nouncer. 

The  young  man's  brows  knit.  He 
must  do  it.  He  must.  A determined 
gleam  came  into  his  eye.  But  his 
mind  was  a blank.  He  was  non- 
plussed. 

Glancing  desperately  sideways,  he 
saw  a mocking  look  on  the  face  of 
his  opponent.  Was  he  fated  to  be 
beaten  in  the  finals  of  the  Annual 
Collegiate  Spelling  Bee?  Would  this 
mocking  chap  best  him?  No.  A 
thousand  no's. 

And  then  suddenly  a confident  look 
came  into  his  eyes.  He  had  it.  Clos- 
ing his  hands  around  the  shaft  of  the 
microphone  he  said  eagerly,  "Dog. 
D-o-g." 


TUNE  IN  Tommy  Dorsey  and  bis  orchestra.  Every 
Wednesday  night,  coast-to-coast,  NBC  Red  Network. 


■Octopus. 


— Octopus. 
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COLLEGE  PARK’S 
MOST  OVERRATED 


7VS  a part  of  its  program  of  public  service,  the  Old 
Line  is  offering  its  readers  a chance  to  express 
their  opinions  concerning  the  most  overrated  institu- 
tions that  are  now  a part  of  the  life  of  the  University  of 
Maryland.  The  idea  is  to  select  out  of  each  group  the 
one  name  you  feel  has  been  most  highly  overrated  by 
people  who  should  know  better. 

This  list  is  not  intended  to  be  all-inclusive.  We 
present  it  merely  as  a guide.  Some  of  the  institutions, 
organizations,  and  departments  listed  may  be  overrated, 
some  underrated,  and  some  just  not  rated  at  all.  Readers 
are  at  liberty  to  fill  in  any  name  not  included  in  our  lists. 

We  are  including  a blank  on  which  your  choices  may 
be  listed.  Fill  it  out  and  return  to  the  Editor  of  the 
Old  Line,  along  with  any  loose  change  you  have  in  your 
pocket,  and  he  will  put  it  out  Friday  in  place  of  The 
Diamondback. 


V  Most  overrated  men's  honorary: 

Tau  Beta  Pi  Omicron  Delta  Kappa 

Pi  Delta  Epsilon  Beta  Alpha  Psi 
Scabbard  and  Blade  Alpha  Psi  Omega 

(others?) 

VI  Most  overrated  women's  honorary: 

Mortar  Board  Omicron  Nu 

Alpha  Lambda  Delta  (others?) 

VII  Most  overrated  activity: 

Publications  Dramatics 

Athletics  Debating 

Politics  (others?) 

VIII  Most  overrated  student  organization: 

Executive  Council  Interfraternity  Council 
Pan-Hellenic  Council  Men's  League 
Women's  League  (others?) 


I Most  overrated  fraternity: 


Alpha  Gamma  Rho 
Delta  Sigma  Phi 
Phi  Delta  Theta 
Sigma  Phi  Sigma 
Kappa  Alpha 
Tau  Epsilon  Phi 
Sigma  Alpha  Mu 


Alpha  Tau  Omega 
Phi  Sigma  Kappa 
Lambda  Chi  Alpha 
Theta  Chi 
Sigma  Nu 
Phi  Alpha 
Alpha  Lambda  Tau 


II  Most  overrated  sorority: 


IX  Most  overrated  class: 


Freshman 

Sophomore 

Junior 

Senior 

Most  overrated  sport: 

Baseball 

Basketball 

Boxing 

Football 

Lacrosse 

Soccer 

Track 

Fencing 

Pitching 

Alpha  Omicron  Pi 
Delta  Delta  Delta 
Alpha  Xi  Delta 
Alpha  Sigma 


Kappa  Kappa  Gamma 

Kappa  Delta 

Phi  Sigma  Sigma 


XI  Most  overrated  dance: 

Junior  Prom  Calvert  Cotillon 

Junior-Senior  German  Rossburg 
Military  Ball  (others?) 


Ill  Most  overrated  college: 


Agriculture 

Engineering 

Commerce 


Arts  and  Science 
Home  Economics 
Education 


IV  Most  overrated  department: 


History 

Modern  Languages 
Physics 

Public  Speaking 
Sociology 


English 
Chemistry 
Psychology 
Mathematics 
Military  Science 


XII 


Most  overrated  club: 
Daydodgers 
Lutheran  Club 
Swimming  Club 


Terrapin  Trail 
Democratic 
Riding  Club 

(others?) 


XIII  Most  overrated  suburb: 

Baltimore  Berwyn 

Laurel  Hyattsville 

Washington 


(Continued  on  Back  Cover) 
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The  OLD  LINE  extends  its  wishes  for  a Merry  Christmas  and  a prosperous 
tisers  in  this  issue: 

New  Year  to  the  following  adver- 

Balfour's 

Lucky  Strike 

Sidney  West 

Bastable  Dress  Shop 

Mardfeldt's 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh 

C & C Flowers 
Camel's 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell 
Chesterfield 
Federal  Diners 

Marison's  Shingle  Shoppes 

Muth's 

Old  Goid 

Peeler's  Dry  Cleaning 
People's  Barber  Shop 

Standard  Engraving 
Thompson  Furniture  Co. 
University  Beauty  Salon 
Varsity  Grill 

Gude's 

Prince  Albert 

Woodridge  Flower  Shop 

Hochschild  Kohn 

Prince  George's  Bank 

Woodstock  Typewriters 

Jesse  Theatre 

Reese  Press 

Woodward  & Lothrop 

Life  Saver 

Rich's  Men's  Shop 

Yat  Chow  Palace 

OPENING  NIGHT 


"I  am  doing  this,  Ronald,  because 
I know  it's  best  for  both  of  us.''  How 
many  times  before  had  she  heard 
Judy  give  that  same  line  and  seen 
that  same  gesture,  and  yet  somehow 
tonight  everything  was  changed. 
From  between  two  flats  of  the  draw- 
ing-room set  she  could  see  the  rows 
of  faces  staring  up  into  the  footlights. 
Everyone  had  told  her  that  from  the 
stage  you  couldn't  distinguish  one 
member  of  the  audience  from  another, 
but  there  in  the  front  row  Forest  King 
sat  grinning,  and  three  rows  back  Ed 
Miller  sat  grinning.  Martha  Meriam 
leaned  forward  in  her  aisle  seat  and 
whispered  something  to  Claire  Upson. 
Her  mother  and  father  smiled  proudly 
and  pointed  to  her  name  on  the  pro- 
gram. Damn  this  Ag  auditorium.  If 
only  it  were  larger  and  more  imper- 
sonal! She  wished  she  had  never 
tried  out  for  the  play. 

''How  do  you  feel?"  mumbled 
someone  in  back  of  her.  She  swung 
nervously  around. 

"Arthur,  I'm  scared." 

"Nonsense.  You  look  marvelous. 
Got  your  cue?" 

" 'It  must  be  this  way,  Ronald'." 

"Swell.  Good  luck!" 


After  that  she  felt  a little  more  at 
ease.  She  looked  down  at  her  neatly 
pressed  blue  dress  and  polished 
black  shoes.  Everything  perfect.  Now 
if  only  her  knees  would  stop  flutter- 
ing! And  those  elevator  shaft  in- 
nards were  coming  back.  Again  her 
throat  was  lined  with  bubble  gum, 
and  her  head  was  full  of  humming 
birds.  She  tore  nervously  at  the  wad 
of  paper  in  her  hand. 

” 'It  must  be  this.'  'It  must  be 
this'.''  If  only  they'd  get  to  her  cue. 
Once  she  was  out  there,  she  was  sure 
she'd  be  all  right.  It  was  just  that 
first  awful  moment.  If  only  it  would 
come. 

She'd  been  in  her  Senior  Play  in 
Snow  Hill  and  in  camp  plays,  but  this 
was  her  first  really  big  production. 
She  had  to  be  good.  How  could  she 
disappoint  Director  Ralph,  or  her 
family,  or  most  of  all  herself?  There 
was  Judy  out  there  cruising  easily 
through  page  after  page  of  tough 
dialogue.  If  only  she  could — 

"Don't  you  see  what  my  husband 
will  think?" 

The  scene  was  building  up  to  her 
entrance.  Her  entrance  that  would 


change  the  course  of  everything!  She 
hadn't  realized  until  now  just  how  im- 
portant she  was.  Why,  what  would 
happen  to  Diane  and  Ronald  if  she 
didn't  enter  at  the  precise  moment? 
And  any  time  now — 

"It  must  be — '' 

She  moved  over  to  the  doorway 
center  stage.  She  tried  to  swallow, 
but  her  mouth  was  full  of  angora 
mittens. 

" — this  way — 

What  was  her  line?  That  was  her 
cue,  but  what  was  her  line?  The 
paper  in  her  hand! 

"Ronald.  . . . Yes.  It  must  be  this 
way." 

The  paper.  One  second.  She's 
coming  Judy.  Here  it  is.  Here  in 
the  middle  of  the  page. 

Taking  a deep  breath  she  stepped 
squarely  into  the  doorway  and 
paused.  Before  her  were  rows  of 
wooden  people  on  rows  of  wooden 
seats.  From  the  audience,  from  the 
stage,  from  the  wings,  they  waited 
intently  for  her  to  speak. 

"Dinner  is  served,  madam,"  she 
said  and  marched  triumphantly  back 
to  the  dressing  room. 
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The  WOODRIDGE  Page 


A Merry  Christmas  To  You  Is  Voiced  By  These 
Advertisers  Of  The  Woodridge  Neighborhood 
In  Northeast  Washington. 

Be  Sure  To  Drop  In  To  Return  This  Greeting 


GIFTS  THAT  PASS  THE  1938  GIFT 
TEST 

For  Her 

ARCHER  HOSIERY 

For  Him 

SHIRTS  AND  NECKWEAR  BY  ARROW 

MARDFELDT'S 

2016-18  Rhode  Island  Avenue,  N.  E. 

Dupont  9019  Orders  Put  Up  to  Take  Out 

YAT  CHOW  PALACE 

CHINESE-AMERICAN  RESTAURANT 

2210  RHODE  ISLAND  AVENUE,  N.  E. 

Dinner,  55c  - Lunch,  35c 

BROOKLAND  AND  WOODRIDGE  FAMOUS 
BEAUTY  CENTERS 

MARION'S  SHINGLE 
SHOPPES,  Inc. 

All  Branches  oi  Beauty  Culture  and  Hair  Styling 

3523  12th  St.,  N.  E. 

2035  Rhode  Island  Ave.,  N.  E. 

Appointments  Not  Necessary 
Hours  9 to  9 

Glad  to  Serve  You 

WOODRIDGE  FLOWER 
SHOP 

2123  Rhode  Island  Avenue,  N.  E. 

North  7701 

Corsages  a Specialty 


JESSE  THEATRE 

18th  near  Rhode  Island  Avenue,  N.  E. 

Decatur  4162 


Adults,  25c 


Children,  15c 


"It  Pays  to  Look  Well " 

PEOPLE'S  BARBER  SHOP 

2044  Rhode  Island  Avenue,  N.  E. 

A.  VALENTI,  Proprietor 

PEELER’S 

DRY  CLEANING 

2300  Rhode  Island  Avenue,  N.  E. 

Peelerize  Your  Entire 
Wardrobe 

Gifts  for  the  Family 

THOMPSON 
FURNITURE  COMPANY 

1810  Rhode  Island  Avenue,  N.  E. 

Potomac  4142  EASY  TERMS 
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I will  not  be  home  until  late. 

I will  come  by  for  you  at  the  saloon  said  Gus. 

O.  K.  agreed  Henrietta.  If  you  insist. 

She  clicked  the  receiver  down  sternly  and  ran  down- 
stairs and  all  the  way  to  the  store  with  her  yellow  curls 
bobbing  up  and  down  and  her  eyes  shining  * * * 

Gus  snuck  into  the  Mon  Cheri  about  9 o'clock  that 
night  being  far  from  proud  to  have  any  of  his  friends 
who  might  have  been  lounging  in  the  vicinity  notice 
where  he  was  going  as  he  personally  had  always  hated 
any  man  who  would  oil  into  a beauty  parlor.  He  had 
never  been  in  one  before  having  no  use  for  them  in 
his  daily  life  and  he  was  scared  his  knees  quaked  he 
did  not  know  what  to  do  with  his  hands.  Having  just 
gotten  off  from  work  he  had  his  overcoat  buttoned  up 
high  over  his  butcher's  apron  which  did  not  help  his 
morale  in  any  way.  It  was  even  worse  than  he  ex- 
pected inside  as  it  smelled  sickening  sweet  and  was 
full  of  steam  and  shrill  electric  and  roaring  sounds  and 
female  voices  going  90  miles  an  hour.  A jane  in  a 
white  apron  ogled  at  him  until  he  asked  for  Hen  in  a 
voice  that  sounded  like  he  was  strangling  to  death  then 
she  sat  him  down  in  a pink  and  gold  chair  and  told  him 
to  wait.  He  was  in  a little  outer  room  through  an  open 
door  he  could  see  a bunch  of  janes  lined  up  in  chairs 
their  heads  were  sticking  up  inside  big  metal  vacuum 
cleaners  and  their  faces  were  like  beets.  They  stared 
back  at  him. 

Hell  muttered  Gus. 

He  must  have  dozed  off  because  all  of  a sudden  some- 
thing took  him  by  surprise  which  he  will  never  forget 
the  horror  of  that  moment  if  he  lives  to  be  a hundred. 

He  woke  up  to  find  a fur  coat  swarming  all  over  him 
and  a voice  screaming  On  Ree-On  Ree  in  his  face.  He 
shook  himself  and  untangled  the  fur  coat  and  found 
that  it  was  a middle-aged  jane  who  was  still  struggling 
to  drape  himself  around  him  and  seemed  to  be  very 
happy  about  something  Gus  could  not  imagine  what 
as  he  had  never  seen  her  before  nor  did  he  care  if  he 
never  saw  her  again. 

While  he  was  holding  her  off  at  arms  length  the  worst 
happened  which  was  that  she  started  taking  out  her 
hair  pins  and  throwing  them  around  so  they  got  down 
Gus's  collar  and  in  his  pockets  and  pretty  soon  they 
were  both  wrapped  up  inside  her  hair — Gus  had  never 
seen  so  much  hair — like  they  were  in  a private  room. 

All  the  time  she  was  shrieking  out  her  joy  which  Gus 
finally  decided  to  listen  to  to  find  out  what  was  happen- 
ing so  he  finally  gathered  that  she  was  under  the 
impression  that  he  was  some  george  by  the  name  of 
On  Ree  who  was  the  only  artiste  who  could  make  her 
hair  live  just  look  at  it  now. 


It  dawned  on  Gus  that  she  had  mistaken  him  for 
some  slimy  French  hair  dresser  in  disguise  seeing  his 
white  butcher's  apron  coming  out  of  his  coat  and  he 
grew  very  indignant  saying  madame  I am  not  this  On 
Ree  and  I would  thank  you  to  take  your  hair  out  of  my 
face  and  stop  making  passes  at  me  as  I assure  you  it  is 
very  futile  since  I love  another. 

The  middle-aged  jane  blinked  crumpled  up  stopped 
beating  her  gums  and  started  winding  in  her  hair. 

Gus  was  vaguely  conscious  now  that  the  room  was 
full  of  excited  other  janes — janes  with  tin  curlers  and 
janes  buried  in  towels  and  janes  covered  with  shining 
grease  and  he  wisht  he  was  dead  and  then  all  of  a 
sudden  he  saw  one  and  she  was  not  a jane,  she  was 
Hen.  He  grabbed  her  hand  and  they  ran  out  of  the 
Mon  Cheri  and  reached  the  good  fresh  air  outside 
where  it  was  dark  and  sort  of  still. 

Henrietta  hung  on  to  Gus's  arm  as  they  walked  home 
and  she  thought  to  herself  how  perfectly  romantic  it 
had  been  to  have  him  come  forth  and  declare  his  love 
for  her  in  public  to  a lady  in  a mink  coat  and  she  looked 
up  at  him  and  glowed. 

Gus  didn't  understand  how  she  could  be  so  nice  to 
a george  who  had  just  been  made  a fool  of  but  he  just 
glowed  right  back  at  her  and  asked  no  questions  be- 
cause he  could  tell  that,  somehow,  he  had  beaten  that 
Romeo  guy  at  his  own  game. 


"Sort  of  a draft  in  here,  ain't  they?" 
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For  their  broken-down  tradition, 

For  the  end  of  every  day  that  has  an  end; 

For  their  faces  bright  and  sour, 

For  the  clock  that  tolls  the  hour, 

For  the  virtue  of  the  co-eds  I defend; 

For  their  failures  and  their  fortune, 

For  their  happy  disproportion — 

May  their  comeliness,  their  homeliness  amend. 

For  their  over-rated  rating 

For  their  condescendent  dating— 

All  the  virtues  of  the  co-eds  I defend; 

For  their  incandescent  prudence, 

For  their  acumen  as  students, 

For  their  Congo-rubber  morals, 

For  their  festivals  and  chorals, 

For  their  every  act,  the  co-eds  I defend. 

I commend  them, 

Recommend  them 

For  their  redolent  macassar. 

I defend  them; 

Let  us  send  them 
All  to  Vassar. 

— The  Penn  State  Froth. 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  &?  Line  Plates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  1 9 T H STREET,  N.  W. 

Washington , D.  C. 


LOOK! 

You  can’t  Lose! 

You  have  fun; 
Someone  else  has  a 

fflrmi  (Eliriatinaa 

If  You  Go  To 
The  S.  G.  A. 

FOODS 

BALL 

Admission  . . Food  or  Money 
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wallets.  Sometimes  they  go  from  table  to  table  trying 
to  bum  the  price  of  a few  beers  from  their  friends,  and 
sometimes  it  works  (I  sighed  and  remembered  Grill 
panhandlers).  If  they  get  nasty  we  throw  them  out, 
forcibly.  Yes,  if  the  check  is  large,  say  around  $8  we'll 
call  the  police  and  try  to  collect  it.  We  generally  do." 

Very  interesting  information,  I noted,  as  I took  my 
departure  and  hiked  up  the  lengthly  Mayfair  steps.  Dish 
washing  might  be  preferred  to  a visit  to  night  court 
after  all. 

Next  on  my  mental  list  was  the  Madrillon.  I was 
now  getting  to  the  collegiate  financial  level  of  enter- 
tainment and  was  beginning  to  feel  more  at  home  in 
such  places,  you  know,  "a  champagne  taste  with  a 
beer  pocketbook." 

My  over-elongated  feather  was  badly  beaten  by  this 
time,  and  I expected  to  be  accosted  as  an  underdone 
Indian  any  minute.  The  manager  of  the  Madrillon  was 
very  nice  about  +he  whole  thing  and  thoughtfully  kept 
his  eyes  on  my  face. 

"Yes,"  he  pondered,  "we  do  have  a bit  of  trouble 
with  such  things.  But  we  always  have  a plain  clothes 
man  here  to  deal  with  them,  and  generally  we  can 
collect  out  of  court.  Sometimes  people  spend  more 
than  they  figured  on,  especially  college  kids.  (I 
shuddered,  that  jail  was  getting  ever  closer.)  But  they 
don't  give  us  much  trouble,  because  we  threaten  to 


notify  the  school  or  their  parents  if  they  don't  pay.  It's 
really  all  very  simple,  you  see." 

The  plain  clothes  man  glared  at  me  from  behind  his 
menu.  I gulped,  swallowed  twice,  settled  my  wander- 
ing heart,  and  all  but  sprawled  headlong  down  the  long 
stairs  to  G Street. 

All  this  talk  of  dicks  and  jails  and  notifying  your 
parents  had  demoralized  me.  Such  a low  lot  of  people, 
not  trusting  us.  I was  sure  that  the  Shoreham  would 
take  a kindlier  attitude,  and  soothe  my  shattered  faith 
in  mankind. 

No  ticket  tucked  beneath  her  windshield,  Sally 
awaited  my  awakening  touch.  I clambered  in  and 
pointed  her  nose  Shorehamwise.  Twelve  traffic  jams 
and  fifteen  red  lights  took  two  extra  cupfuls  of  gas  for 
stop  and  go  driving  before  I got  there,  weary  but  hope- 
ful of  finding  another  hunting  ground  for  penurians  (poor 
to  you)  Marylanders. 

The  doorman  tipped  his  hat,  and  I glided  through  the 
door  and  down  miles  of  lush  carpets,  till  I found  the 
head  waiter  hiding  behind  three  palms.  He  hated  to 
come  out,  but  finders  keepers  and  he  had  to.  By  now 
mechanical  harangue  must  have  intrigued  him  though 
for  he  offered  to  throw  in  a tour  of  inspection  with  his 
answer.  Later  I could  understand  why;  for  he  had  no 
answer.  It  never  happened  at  the  Shoreham. 

We  traversed  more  miles  of  corridor,  paraded  through 
the  dining  salon  where  early  diners  were  vocalizing  on 
their  consommee  Princess,  and  reached  the  famous  Blue 
Room.  As  my  guide  opened  the  door  the  smell  of 
stale  gin  assailed  my  nostrils  and  feathery  clouds  of 
embalmed  smoke  drifted  by.  Tailed  waiters  were  lay- 
ing the  table  for  another  night's  work,  shaking  the  white 
cloths  as  if  to  drive  the  spirits  of  past  drunks  from 
beneath  the  tables.  Still  deserted,  the  room  was  nude 
and  embarrassed  without  its  dress  of  lovely  ladies, 
gallant  gentlemen,  music,  and  the  heady  odor  of  a 
thousand  flowers.  Yet  the  room  was  somehow  not 
empty.  Her  last  years,  last  month's,  last  night's  dress 
was  there  begging  me  to  notice.  Now  forgotten  artiste 
whirled  and  spun  on  the  polished  rectangle,  bejeweled 
ladies  flirted  with  someone  else's  escort  in  the  gloom, 
and  the  ghosts  of  lazy-dead  drunks  tipped  their  glasses 
and  laughed.  I looked  at  the  manager;  he  didn't  see  a 
thing.  Perhaps  my  friends  were  right  and  I was  the 
haunted  one. 

"Everyone  pays  their  checks  at  the  Shoreham,"  he 
emphasized.  "But  if  they  didn't,  we  would  trust  them 
to  return  and  pay  us.  We  couldn't  risk  the  unfortunate 
publicity  of  trying  to  collect." 

The  dim  form  of  the  Blue  Room  clung  to  me  as  I went 
out  to  see  where  I'd  left  Sally.  The  firm  touch  of  my 
hands  on  her  wheel  sent  them  trooping  back  into  their 
dusty  glory,  as  I headed  for  College  Park  vowing  never 
to  go  a-dining  without  the  necessary  shekels. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


The  billiard  champion  and  another 
chap  were  on  a walking  trip  and 
put  up  one  night  at  a village  inn. 
After  dinner  at  the  inn  they  went 
into  a room  with  the  word  "billiards" 
painted  on  the  door,  but  the  table 
was  a little  rickety,  and  the  balls 
were  discolored. 

"Game  of  billiards,  gents?"  in- 
quired the  landlord. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  the  billiard 
champion.  "I  don't  like  these  balls. 
How  do  you  tell  the  red  from  the 
white?" 

"Oh,  that's  easy,"  stated  the  land- 
lord. "You  soon  get  to  know  'em  by 
the  shape." 


There  once  was  liverish  colonel 
Whose  grouses  and  groans  were 
etolonel. 

His  bitter  abuse 

One  could  not  reproduce 

In  a really  respectable  jolonel. 


"You  know  Jane  never  would  ad- 
mit she  loved  me." 

"Yes — well?" 

"Well,  I've  squeezed  it  out  of  her 
at  last!" 


BIG  BUSINESS 

"Gentlemen,  I'm  afraid  the  public 
is  beginning  to  grow  impatient. 
We've  got  to  improve  our  organiza- 
tion and  methods.  Everytime  we  get 
together  we  seem  to  do  nothing  but 
waste  time,  and  that  sort  of  thing 
must  stop.  Let'g  try  to  do  things  more 
orderly.  First  of  all,  we'll  elect  a chair- 
man and  a secretary.  The  secretary 
will  read  the  minutes  of  the  last  meet- 
ing. We'll  discuss  those,  call  for 
committee  reports,  pass  on  any  mat- 
ters pending,  and  then  take  up  the 
question  of  what  to  do  next.  If  we 
follow  parliamentary  rules,  and  not 
all  talk  at  once,  we  can  get  some- 
where and  make  a lot  of  friends. 
Believe  me,  I've  heard  a lot  of  kicks 
lately  about  the  length  of  time  taken 
out  after  every  play  for  huddles,  and  I 
think  we  should  be  the  first  team  to  try 
to  get  'em  over  within  five  minutes." 


"Flem  here  is  a-workin'  steady  now,  a-settin'  up  the  Coy's  Christmas  tree 

every  year." 


x y " 


"No  one  leaves  until  we  find  out  who's  responsible  for  this!' 


He's  going  to  grow  up  to  go  to  war? 

No — he’s  never  going  to  grow  up  at  all.  If  an- 
other war  comes,  he  and  his  mother  and  thousands 
upon  thousands  like  them  are  going  to  "die  in 
action.”  , 

' »-.•  u 

"Impossible!”  you  say.  'They’re  non-combat- 
ants.” Don’t  be  silly — there’ll  be  no  such  thing  as 
non-combatants  in  the  next  war. 


more  horrible,  more  futile,  and  more  lasting  in  its 
harm  than  the  last? 

That  is  for  you  to  decide! 


Wide-cruising  submarines,  and  bombing  planes 
will  laugh  at  front  lines.  Incendiary  bombs  dropped 
from  planes  will  set  entire  cities  on  fire.  There  will 
be  no  haven,  no  sanctuary,  no  safetv.  Everyone  will 
suffer. 

And  for  what?  Glory — where  was  it  in  the  last 
war  ? 

Victory — where  was  it  in  the  last  peace? 

With  that  cruel  lesson  still  fresh  in  mind,  is  an- 
other war  to  be  forced  upon  us — a war  infinitely 


What  to  do  about  it 

Today  with  talk  of  a coming  war  heard  every- 
where, Americans  must  stand  firm  in  their  deter- 
mination that  the  folly  of  1914-1918  shall  not  occur 
again.  World  Peaceways,  a non-profit  organization 
for  public  enlightenment  on  international  affairs, 
feels  that  intelligent  efforts  can  and  must  be  made 
toward  a secure  peace.  To  this  end  you  can  do  your 
share  to  build  up  a strong  public  opinion  against 
war.  Write  today  to  World  Peaceways,  103  Park 
Avenue,  New  York  City. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Twenty-seven 


A dumb  girl  is  a dope.  A dope  is  a drug.  Doctors 
give  dope  to  relieve  pain.  Therefore  a dumb  girl  is  just 
what  the  doctor  ordered. 


I like  an  exam 
I think  they're  fun. 

I never  cram 
And  I never  flunk  one. 
(I'm  the  professor.) 


Make  a Real  Hit  This  Christmas  With  a 
Gift  from  the 

HARRIET  G.  BASTABLE 

Dress  Shop 

Specializing  in 

DISTINCTIVE  WEARING  APPAREL  FOR  WOMEN 

107  W.  Montgomery  Ave.  Rockville,  Md. 


Beauty  Service  in  its  Entirety  at  the 


University  Beauty 
Salon 

OPPOSITE  MAIN  GATE 
DRIVE-IN  SHOPPING  CENTER 
Tel.  BErwyn  670 

Open  9 to  9 


Let  us  give  you  an  individually  styled  permanent 
wave  to  suit  your  personality  . . . 


Priced  from  $3.95 


7our  Best  Choice  for  Campus  and  Classroom  Smartness 

RICHCRAFT  <SK*  SHOES 

9 models  at  $7.45 


Full  leather  lined  ...  oil  treated  soles 
. . . weather  resisting.  Individually 
styled. 


RICH’S 


MEN'S 

F St.  at  10th 


SHOP 

Washington 


& 


"Don't  shoot.  I've  changed  my  mind. 


Roses  are  red 
Violets  are  blue 
Orchids  are  $3.50 
So  nuts  to  you. 


A girl  can  sing, 

A girl  can  dance, 

A girl  can  play  crokay; 

But  she  can't  strike  a match 
On  the  seat  of  her  pants 
'Cause  she  ain't  made  that  way. 


The 

Prince  Georges  Bank  and 
Trust  Company 

solicits  your  account 

Conveniently  located  in 

Mt.  Rainier,  Md.,  and  Hyattsville,  Md. 

T.  Howard  Duckett,  President 


Twenty-eight 


THE  OLD  LINE 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
"The  Old  Line" 


o o o 


We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o c 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

1000  Connecticut  Avenue 
Washington,  D.  C. 


(Continued  from  page  13) 

Walking  all  alone  in  worry,  wondering  at  the  end- 
less hurry, 

Kicked  about  and  also  kicking,  wondering  if  the 
sloppy  snow  is  sticking, 

Damn  people,  damn  snow,  people  starving,  others 
carving, 

Hunks  of  indigestion. 

Soon  comes  hay  fever  and  golden  rod, 

And  Christmas  goes.  Thank  God.4 

But  the  true  artiste,  the  true  connoisseur,  indulges 
in  loftier  things.  This  gentleman  who  has  dreamy 
(although  the  unelite  may  mistake  them  for  sleepy)  eyes, 
long  hair  and  tonsils,  follows  the  example  of  illustrious 
English  poets  who  followed  the  example  of  the  French, 
who  followed  Napoleon,  who  met  a guy  named  Water- 
loo, who  followed — God  knows  who.  The  following  is 
known  as  type  231 1C  (not  given  1938-1939)  or  the 
triolet: 

She  kissed  me  today, 

She  kissed  me  tomorrow; 

Will  she  kiss  me  yesterday 
As  she  did  today 
In  quite  the  same  way? 

Much  to  my  sorrow, 

I reflect  as  I pause, 

She  ain't  Santa  Claus." 

We  hope  that  by  including  the  most  common  and 
most  uncommon  forms  of  Christmas  verse  we  have 
forestalled  the  poet,  nipped  his  perrenial  potpouri  of 
moldy  onomatopoeia  in  the  bud.  We  must  not,  how- 
ever, forget  the  last  type — the  most  fatal  and  widespread 
afflication  of  all — the  humorist.  From  our  extensive  files 
we  have  selected  the  following  gem  so  that  all  may 
recognize  the  symptoms: 

All  year,  my  love,  you've  talked  of  them, 

Your  other  beaux,  and  while  I won't  condemn — 

Your  talk  of  style  and  where  new  hats  are  going 

Is  sometimes  damned  annoying. 

Hoop  skirts  and  other  males  and  piled  up  hair 

Are  things  concerning  which  I do  not  care. 

But  today  is  Christmas,  and  so  I think  I'll  stay  in 
bed  till  three — ah — 

So  to  some  other  guy  today — you  can  talk  of 
me.  (ha  ha)" 

4"Police  Gazette — an  Instructive  Anthropology,"  July  1913.  (Back 
issues  available  in  limited  number  on  request.) 

McBride,  "Not  So  Heavy  as  a Biscuit." 

Change  lor  Schenectady. 


(Continued  from  page  19) 


XIV  Most  overrated  pastime: 

Walking  Driving 

Visiting  The  Library- 

Pitching  Cooking 

Movies  (what  do  they  do  on 

dates,  these  young?) 


XV  Most  overrated  rendezvous: 

Airport  Library  Basement 

Publications  Office  Fraternity  Parlor 
Baseball  Press  Box  Football  Press  Box 
Rumble  Seat 


XVI  Most  overrated  school  in  Southern  Conference: 


Clemson 

Richmond 

Duke 

North  Carolina 
Maryland 
Davidson 
V.  P.  I. 


Furman 

V.  M.  I. 

W.  & L. 

N.  C.  State 
South  Carolina 
Citadel 


XVII  Most  overrated  nearby  school: 

Catholic  University  Georgetown  University 
George  Washington  Johns  Hopkins  University 
University  St.  Johns 

Navy 

XVIII  Most  overrated  school  publication: 

The  Diamondback 


COLLEGE  PARK'S  MOST  OVERRATED 


I X 


II  

XI 

Ill  

XII 

IV  

XIII 

V 

XIV 

VI  

XV 

VII  

XVI 

VIII  

XVII 

IX  

XVIII 

WOODWARD  6c  LOTHROP 

From  one  student  to  another 
. . . the  ideal  gift  for  a busy  man 

Amity  “Director” 

$3-50  to  $10 

The  only  billfold  we  know  about 
with  all  these  visible  features: 

Secret  Currency  Pocket — for  concealing  currency  of 
large  denominations,  hut  keeping  it  readily  accessible. 

Registration  Service  Card— facilitates  return  in  case 
of  loss. 

Duplicate  Key  Pockets  for  carrying  spare  keys  to  the 
house  or  car;  no  more  “lock-outs.” 

Sliding  Card  Pocket — just  a pull  of  the  tab  brings  cards 
and  identification  into  view. 

Sturdy  Construction  of  branded  leathers,  reinforced  with 
sliding  stays  to  prevent  buckling. 

THE  MEN’S  STORE— SECOND  FLOOR 


"Buddy,  your  music  teacher  is  coming- -have  you 
washed  your  face  and  hands?" 

"Yes,  mom." 

"And  your  ears?" 

"Well,  ma,  I washed  the  one  that's  going  to  be  next 
to  her." 


Always  Welcome 

$1  Bed  Jacket  for  Aunt  Min 
$}  Pigskin  Gloves  for  John 

FEDERAL  DINERS 

7.95  Bedrest  for  Mother 

5.95  Flannel  Rohe  for  Dad 

Tasty  Food  at  Popular  Prices 

$1  Peasant  Scarf  for  Betty 

. . . just  send  us  your  Christmas  List  and  Harriet 

(Dinner  Dancing ) 

Knight,  our  Personal  Shopper,  will  personally  see 
that  your  order  is  filled  quickly  and  accurately. 

HYATTSVILLE  BERWYN 

IIOCHSCHIL1K  KOHN  «V  CO. 

I8E  Alil-E  HOI  Nil — English  fox-houml 
in  miniature.  Solid  and  hig  for  his  inches, 
true  heagle  has  the  long-wearing  look  of 
the  hound  that  can  last  in  the  chase.  One 
of  oldest  breeds  in  history.  U.  S.  standards 
specify  15  inches  maximum  height. 


A DOG’S  nervous  system  is  just  as  complex  as  your  own. 

His  reactions  are  lightning-quick.  But  when  his 
nerves  need  a rest,  he  stops  — relaxes.  We  often  neglect 
our  nerves.  We  press  on  heedless  of  nerve  tension.  Take 
a lesson  from  the  dog’s  instinct  for  protection.  Ease  up 
— rest  your  nerves.  Let  up  — light  tip  a Camel.  Keeping 
Camels  at  hand  provides  a delightfully  pleasant  way  of 
giving  your  nerves  a rest.  Often  through  the  day.  enjo\ 
Camel’s  ripe,  expensive  tobaccos.  Smokers  find  Camel’s 
costlier  tobaccos  so  soothing  to  the  nerves. 


People  who  know  the  sheer  joy 
of  an  aetive.  effeetive  life  say: 

Let  up  — I iff  lit  up  a Camel! 


COVERING  TRIALS, 
ACCIDENTS,  sports 
puts  a big  strain  on  the 
nerves  of  ^ estern  Union 
telegrapher.  George  Er- 
rickson.  "I  avoid  getting 
my  nerves  tense,  upset.  ’ 
sa\s  operator  Errickson. 
"1  ease  off  frequently, 
to  give  my  nerves  a wel- 
come rest.  1 let  lip  and 
I i irli t up  a Camel.” 


pip  you  know 


Smoke  6 packs  of 
Camels  and  find 
out  why  they  are 
the  LARGEST- 
SELLING 
CIGAR  ETTE 
IN  AMERICA 


I rlh  CUi>  bU,  Leila  Uems 
and  her  explorer  husband 
filmed  Universal  Pictures’ 
epic,  "Dark  Rapture.”  She 
says:  "Such  ventures  can 
he  quite  nerve -straining, 
hut  it’s  my  rule  to  pause 
frequently.  I let  up  and 
light  up  a Camel.  Camels 


— that  tobacco  is  "cured"  by  several 
methods  — which  include  air-cured 
and  flue-cured?  Not  all  cigarettes 
can  be  made  from  choicest  grade 
tobacco — there  isn’t  enough!  It  is 
important  to  know  that  Camels  are 
a matchless  blend  of  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  — 
Turkish  ami  Domestic. 


OC.ARETT^  4- 


High-tension  times  are  hard  on  nerves 


Smokers  find  f iaiiielN  Costlier  Tohaeeos  are  Soothing  to  the  Nerves 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


CINDERELLA 

OR  CURSES,  FOILED  AGAIN 

By  Dusty  Wallace 


HOW  I wish  I hadn't  gone  to 
the  prom,”  sighed  Cinderella 
Moderna  as  Prince  Charming  flat- 
tened her  shagging  left  foot. 

"Fairy  Godmother  bade  me  return 
by  the  backdoor  come  the  stroke  of 
two." 

A knave  cut,  informed  her  of  the 
approaching  hour.  To  date — to 
cloak — to  stair — and  away.  One  bat- 
tered silver  pump,  size  7,  was  the 
only  proof  they'd  been  there,  and  that 
wouldn't  have  slipped  off  had  Cinder- 
ella not  delved  into  her  roommate's 
closet  for  something  to  fit  her  size 
6V2  foot.  The  knave,  pump  in  hand, 
pursued  the  fleeing  couple. 

Like  the  well-known  heifer,  born 


on  the  side  of  the  hill,  Cindy  limped 
through  the  ruby  light  at  the  bottom 
of  the  hill,  helped  onward  by  Prince 
Charming. 

"What  man  is  this,"  thought  she, 
"who  dances  so  lousy  and  hath  such 
a sweet  manner.  Unheralded  he 
comes  to  the  door  of  my  sorority 
house  and  finds  me  a lady-in-waiting. 
Or  rather,  a maid — for  my  locks  were 
in  rags  but  I was  waiting." 

"The  ruler  of  all,  the  League,  pro- 
claimed that  seven  days  should  I stay 
within  bounds,  come  nightfall,  and 
not  'til  the  morrow  should  I be  free. 
But  he,  a third  year  man,  yea  verily 
a junior,  saith  he,  hath  freed  me — or," 
she  perished  the  thought,  "he  will  be 


the  cause  of  another  week's  imprison- 
ment." 

"The  door  is  barred,"  Princy  an- 
nounced as  he  tried  in  vain  to  turn 
the  knob  at  the  culinary  entrance. 
Cindy  whispered  the  password 
"Wahoo",  but  naught  was  forth- 
coming. 

"Oh  inferno,"  thought  Cindy  as 
they  shook  every  window  within 
reach.  They  were  stealthily  tiptoe- 
ing round  to  the  front  when  the  door 
was  swung  open  by  the  knave  bear- 
ing the  silver  slipper. 

Catching  sight  of  them,  he  bid  the 
guard  of  the  door  spy  the  owner. 

"There,"  quoth  he,  "is  the  damsel 
of  the  slipper — there  with  Brother 
Rat." 

Yea,  P.D.Q.  did  Prince  Charming 
cringe  under  the  lowly  title  and  seem 
to  lose  all  glamour  to  the  aspiring 
Cinderella,  who,  but  a year  in  ad- 
vance, longed  for  the  upper  class 
nobility. 

"Why  runnest  thou  from  the 
dance?"  asked  the  guard. 

"She  forgot  to  leave  her  scribe 
saying  she  was  departing."  Cindy 
gave  Brother  Rat  an  appreciative, 
come-again  smile  as  she  stumbled  in, 
vanquished,  but  seeing  in  him  the 
colors  of  a true  knight. 

"Sorry  I am  that  thou  remembered 
not,"  quoth  the  guard,  "for  thou 
hadst  freedom  from  this  night  on- 
ward, since  the  League  campussed 
you  a week  ago  yesterday." 

Yea,  verily  did  the  tardy  Fairy  God- 
mother at  the  backdoor  have  to  carry 
her  roommate  up  the  stairs. 


"Dear,  is  my  hem  hanging? 


NIGHTMARES  OF  A MOVIE  USHER 


"Wal,  stranger,  I ain't  a-looking 
fur  trouble,  but  if  trouble  comes 
a-lookin'  fur  me,  wal,  I guess  I won't 
be  hard  to  find." 


"Yeah?  Well,  you'll  do  business 
with  Scaretti — or  else!" 

"Oh,  how  blind  men  are!" 


"This  town  is  too  small  for  both  of 
us!" 


"He  was  all  I had  — and  now 
you've  taken  him." 

"Love!  What  do  you  know  of 
love?" 


"Pascal,  the  game  is  up!" 


"Gimme  the  city  desk!  . . . Joe? 
This  is  Nichols,  your  star  reporter. 
Have  you  missed  me?  Tut,  tut,  tut 
— such  language.  Well  listen  to  this. 
I've  got  a yarn  that's  going  to  throw 
this  town  wide  open.  Legs  Finnelli 
just  shot  Spike  Robinson!" 

"There's  a little  girl  in  the  chorus 
who  can  play  that  part!" 


"I'm  tired  — just  tired, 
that's  all." 


"Two  ack  emma  — one 
minute  more,  old  boy." 

"Thickish  out  there, 
what?" 

"Steady  the  Buffs!" 

"I  say  old  boy " 

"Righto!" 

"Dessay  lott  tof  rot,  but 
-if  anything  happens — " 

"Stout  fella!" 

"Say  pip-pip  to  Di,  will 
you,  like  a good  lad?" 

"Righto!" 

Well — cheerio ! ' ' 

"Cheerio!" 


"And  that  man,  my  child, 
was  . . . your  father." 


"She  has  a bad  cold,  Junior." 


"Now,  don't  you  keep 
on  a-worryin',  Ma,  'cause 
Sally's  a good  girl." 


"And  how  are  you  feel- 
ing, Fu  Chcm?" 

"W  hen  the  honorable 
dragon's  shadow  falls 
across  the  honorable  grave 
of  venerable  ancestor,  it 
darkens  the  lives  of  rich 
and  poor  alike." 


"I  was  never  more  se- 
rious in  my  whole  life." 


"I've  been  around.  I know 
what  it's  all  about." 


"Down  here  in  the  tropics,  the  last 
outpost  of  civilization,  men,  well  they 
forget  what  a decent  woman  is  like." 


"Courtneigh,  you  don't  mean — 
"Yes,  Jean,  the  District  Attorney  is 
right!" 


"This  is  madness.  You  should 
never  have  come!" 


"Mitchell,  you'll  never  come  out 
of  this  alive!" 

"Go!  I never  want  to  see  you 
again." 


"So  Patterson  was  the  black  ter- 
ror all  the  time!" 

"Jim,  why  don't  you  get  married?” 
"Me — married!” 

"Sure — why  not?" 

"Why,  Miss  Tessie,  nobody 'd  have 
me — an  old  fool  like  me?" 
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The  Truth  of  the  Matter  is  That — 

Getting  out  the  Old  Line  is  no  picnic.  If  we  print  jokes, 
students  say  we  are  silly.  It  we  don't  they  say  we're  too 
serious.  If  we  print  advertisements,  readers  say  we 
cheat  them  J — if  we  don't,  we  go  broke.  It  we  use 
colored  pages,  the  kickers  claim  they're  hard  to  read — 
if  we  use  plain  paper,  they  say  we  lack  variety.  It  we 
print  spicy  cartoons,  we  are  vulgar — if  we  don't,  we're 
prudes.  If  we  pan  the  profs,  they  say  we  are  libelous — 
it  we  don't,  students  say  we're  boot-lickers.  Wotinell 
is  a poor  editor  to  do?  Like  as  not  someone  will  say  we 
got  this  from  an  exchange.  We  did. 


The  German  professor  speaks  to  his  dog: 

"You  vas  only  ein  hund,  but  I vish  I vas  you.  Ven 
you  gets  up,  you  shust  scratch  your  leg  und  wag  your 
tail,  und  you  is  up.  I hat  to  dress  mineself,  light  der 
tire,  und  fix  mine  vife  breakfast.  You  be  lay  round  all 
der  day,  und  hat  blenty  fun.  At  8:20,  go  I in  die  schule, 
und  try  to  learn  to  der  lazy  students  der  Cherman.  All 
day  hat  I to  work  und  hat  blenty  drubbles.  Ven  you  go 
der  bed  in,  you  shust  turn  round  dree  times  und  lie 
down;  ven  I go  mine  bed  in,  I hat  der  cat  put  out,  und 
me  to  undress,  und  my  vife  vakes  up  und  yells,  und 
den  der  baby  vakes  up  und  cries  and  I hat  to  valk  him 
der  blace  around,  und  den  maybe  I gets  mineself  to 
bed  in  time  to  get  up  again.  Ven  you  die,  you  vas 
dead;  ven  I die,  I hat  to  go  somewhere  again. 


By  Jerry  Hardy 


IT  just  broke  over  us  last  week  when 
we  went  up  to  A & S to  register 
that  we  were  never  going  up  to  A <5  S 
to  register  again.  We  have  done  it 
eight  times  now,  and  we  really  have 
become  rather  proficient.  We  have 
learned  how  to  worm  our  way  up  to 
the  front  of  the  line  without  starting 
a fight,  and  we  almost  never  lose  part 
of  our  course  cards.  We  weren't  in 
quite  such  a hurry  to  get  it  over,  how- 
ever, this  time.  1970  suddenly 
seemed  a long  way  off,  and  what  we 
were  going  to  do  until  then  seemed 
remarkably  hazy.  All  at  once  we 
only  have  four  months  to  decide 
what's  going  to  take  up  our  time  for 
forty  years.  It's  a good  thing  the 
Junior  Promenade  is  next  week,  or 
we  might  begin  to  brood. 

Luv  . . . 

A campus  couple  we  know  who 
are  very  young  and  very  much  in 
luv  were  seated  in  their  car  outside 
a nearby  hamburger  house  the  other 
night  when  they  had  the  enviable 
experience  of  seeing  thimsilves  as 
ithers  sae  thim.  They  were  sitting, 
holding  hands  and  munching,  when 
their  attention  was  taken  by  a young 
married  couple  coming  out  of  the 
place  leading  a cute  little  jr.  Raptly 
they  watched  marital  bliss  as  it  came 
across  the  yard  and  got  into  the  car 
next  to  theirs.  Ecstatically  they  ob- 
served daddy  get  in  the  front  seat 
and  momma  and  jr.  get  in  the  back. 


Then,  as  the  chariot  of  happiness 
pulled  away,  momma  leaned  out  of 
the  back  window.  "It's  really  not  as 
nice  as  it  seems,"  she  called,  and 
faded  away  into  the  night. 

Individualist  . . . 

We  were  one  of  the  bright  young 
lads  who  worked  in  the  Post  Office 
over  the  Christmas  holidays,  and 
believe  us  it  was  worth  it,  for  while 
we  were  there  we  had  an  opportunity 
to  see  what  we  are  sure  is  the  last 
of  the  pioneer  race  that  built  our 
country.  He  came  up  to  our  window 
carrying  a large  box  of  cards  in  one 
hand  and  two  hundred  one-and-a-half 
cent  stamps  in  the  other.  "Got  a 
sponge,  buddy?"  he  asked.  "No,  we 
haven't  buddy,"  we  replied  malici- 
ously. Without  a word  he  accepted 
the  challenge,  walked  over  to  a table 
and  started  to  lick.  Every  twenty-five 
or  so  he  looked  around  to  see  if  we 
were  watching,  but  other  than  that  he 
did  not  pause  until  no.  200  was 
secure.  Then,  with  the  smile  of  one 
who  has  done  a good  job,  he  dropped 
the  cards  in  a slot,  and,  without  a 
word,  stalked  out.  We  had  a feeling 
that  we  had  let  Uncle  Sam  down. 

Musical  . . . 

There  is  a new  business  establish- 
ment in  Hyattsville,  and  in  case  we 
don't  get  elected  to  the  Senate  next 
year,  we're  going  to  try  to  get  a job 


with  them.  There  is  something  so 
musical  in  the  name,  that  we  can't 
help  admiring  the  respect  we  could 
command  when  we  said,  "Oh,  yes, 
we're  with  the  Noiseless  Overhaed 
Garage  Door  Co." 

Art  . . . 

We  can  remember  the  time  when 
all  you  had  to  do  to  take  a picture 
was  to  unhinge  the  back  door  on  the 
little  box,  stick  in  a roll  of  film,  and 
start  snapping.  Just  the  other  day, 
however,  we  saw  four  strong  men 
holding  lights,  and  tripods,  and  a lot 
of  expensive  machinery,  shoving  one 
another  around,  and  giving  everyone 
a lot  of  double  talk  about  f.4x# 
lenses  and  pulling  tape  measures  out 
of  their  pockets.  Now  all  this  not 
only  seems  silly  to  us,  it's  downright 
dangerous.  Who  knows  what  may 
happen  if  very  many  people  start  to 
act  like  this  all  at  once.  Why,  before 
you  could  get  half  that  equipment 
folded  up  and  put  back  in  the  case, 
fascism  could  have  a grip  on  the 
country  that  might  be  hard  to  break. 

Cheap . . . 

In  case  any  of  you  are  aspiring  to 
write  and  are  interested,  we  came 
across  the  following  ad  the  other  day 
in  the  Writer's  Digest:  "Authentic 
prostitutes'  lingo.  Complete.  25  cents. 
Address  Box  B."  Seems  very  reason- 
able to  us.  Seems  cheap. 
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ADVENTURES  IN  THE  LIFE  OF 
I,  PERCIVAL  QUINN 

I,  Percival  Quinn  Go  Out  for  The  Boxing  Squad 


University  of  Md 
College  Park  Md 
January  3 1939 

Mrs  P Quinn 
Duckblind  Md 
Eastern  Shore  Md 

Dear  Ma 

Well  here  I Percival  Quinn  your  son  am  back  at  the 
University  of  Md  where  everything  is  just  like  before 
except  that  a family  of  pigeons  have  moved  into  my 
room  on  account  of  the  window  being  open  during 
my  furlough  which  is  army  for  vacation  which  is  not 
surprising  because  of  my  room  being  only  the  size 
of  pigeon  roost  as  I told  you  when  1 was  home  in  Duck- 
blind.  On  account  of  being  the  manly  type  I have 
decided  that  I Percival  Quinn  will  go  out  for  boxing 
and  be  an  athlete  like  when  I hit  little  brother  Algons 
punching  bag  so  hard  it  blew  up  you  will  remember 
this  Christmas,  ha  ha.  Also  I think  it  will  be  a very 
good  thing  to  know  something  about  this  sport  as  I 
have  noticed  that  several  football  players  have  moved 
into  the  room  across  the  hall  and  when  it  is  not  football 
season  these  boys  do  not  get  so  tired  at  night  and  they 
think  up  many  jokes  like  hanging  you 
out  of  fhe  window  with  ropes  and 
shooting  the  fire  extinguisher  at  you. 

Yours  for  bigger  laurel  wreaths. 

Your  athletic  son 
I,  Percival  (Slugger)  Quinn 

January  4 1939 

Dear  Diary  of  I Percival  Quinn 

Tomorrow  I go  out  for  boxing. 

Bong! 

P.  S.  The  pigeons  have  borrowed 
my  new  socks  for  their  nest. 

Duckblind  Md. 

January  5,  1939 

Dear  Percy, 

Everything  is  very  nice  here  at 


home.  I have  told  your  little  brother,  Algon,  about  your 
going  out  for  boxing  and  he  seems  to  be  very  happy 
about  it.  He  said  in  that  case  he  would  forget  about 
your  hitting  his  new  punching  bag  so  hard  it  blew  up 
on  Christmas  ha  ha.  Also  your  father  has  been 
whittling  barrel  staves  ever  since  you  left,  and  when  I 
asked  him  what  he  was  doing,  he  said  he  was  making 
you  a present  to  give  you  when  you  came  home  again 
after  finals.  Isn't  that  nice  of  him? 

Love  from  everyone, 

Ma. 

P.  S.  you  must  remember  to  act  surprised  when  your 
father  gives  you  the  present. 

PP.  S.  Pigeons  eat  worms  and  small  bugs. 

PPP.  S.  Be  careful. 

University  of  Md 
College  Park  Md 
January  10  1939 

Mrs  P Quinn 
Duckblind  Md 
Eastern  Shore  Md 

Dear  Ma 

I have  been  out  for  boxing  for  five  days  now  and  I 
have  just  been  skipping  rope  as  the 
first  day  when  I went  down  to  the 
Colesium  the  coach  said  I should  go 
over  to  the  corner  and  skip  rope  and 
when  I explained  that  I knew  how  to 
skip  rope  and  1 wanted  to  box  he  said 
if  I found  something  better  to  do  with 
the  rope  I could  do  it  and  he  pointed 
to  a big  oak  tree  outside  so  I have 
been  skipping  rope  ever  since.  It 
takes  several  hours  for  me  to  stop 
bouncing  after  practice  is  over  and 
this  is  very  inconvenient  as  I cannot 
keep  the  peas  in  my  spoon  and  also 
it  causes  people  to  make  many  com- 
ments which  do  not  improve  my 
reputation.  The  football  players 
across  the  hall  came  over  to  see  me 
the  other  night  and  they  said  to  tell 


(Continued  on  page  24) 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seven 


MISS  SMITH,  secretary  to 
Mr.  Harper,  who  was 
personnel  man  for  General 
Steel  incorporated,  pounded 
her  typewriter  with  long, 
white  fingers.  While  work- 
ing she  stole  glances  at  Mr. 
Harper  and  wondered  why 
he  stood  in  silent  preoccupa- 
tion staring  out  of  the 
window. 

From  long-standing  knowl- 
edge she  knew  that  such 
absorption  on  the  traffic,  jerk- 
ing along,  two  stories  below,  usually  heralded  one  of 
his  pet  schemes. 

As  he  slowly  twisted  around,  she  looked  at  him  ex- 
pectantly. Anyone  observing  her  eager  attention  to 
Harper  would  suppose  that  her  thoughts  were  not  con- 
tinually centered  on  the  jobless  man  to  whom  she  was 
engaged. 

"I  feel  a big  idea  coming  over  me,  Mary.”  He  smiled 
as  he  spoke.  His  eyes  sparkled.  He  took  a few  steps 
forward  and  then  looked  at  her,  amusement  barely  lift- 
ing the  corners  of  his  lips.  "You  don't  think  very  much 
of  my  curious  brain  children,  do  you,  Miss  Smith?” 

"I  can't  say,"  she  rejoined.  "You're  my  boss.”  His 
deeper  laugh  gave  strength  to  her  honeyed  chuckle. 

"I  will  say  this,  Mr.  Harper,  for  some  crazy  reason, 
they  seem  to  work  out.”  Mary  resumed  proper  secre- 
tarial decorum,  but  asked,  over  the  pat-pat  of  the  quiet 
typewriter:  "What  is  it  this  time?” 

That  was  his  cue.  He  rubbed  his  hands  together  and 
made  ready  to  release  the  steam  under  which  he  was 
bursting  about  the  office. 

'It's  about  those  men  I've  asked  down  this  morning, 
to  fill  the  position  left  by  Robinson." 

"He  used  to  be — ?"  she  inquired  agitatedly. 

"He  had  a special  job  which  required  a special  man." 
Harper  failed  to  notice  Mary's  sudden  nervous  reaction. 
"You  know  how  I hate  favoritism — pull,  so  I called 
the  employment  agency  and  they're  sending  over,  so 
they  say,  four  men." 

Again,  as  though  looking  out  of  the  window  gave  his 
thought  clarity,  Harper  gazed  down  at  the  street  traffic. 
Mary,  watching  him,  seized  the  opportunity  to  go  to 
the  end  of  the  office,  where  she  could  have  the  use  of 
a telephone.  While  speaking  over  it  lowly  and  ex- 
citedly, she  kept  her  eyes  steadily  on  Harper,  in  order 
to  cease  when  she  saw  he  was  ready  to  talk  to  her 
again. 

Harper  turned  and  Mary  finished,  her  lips  close  to 
the  speaker,  by  saying:  "Huiry,  bye,  bye."  With  quick, 


skirt-tautening  steps,  she  strode  back  to  her  desk  and 
bent  her  flushed  face  over  the  typewriter. 

"Here  is  my  little  idea,  Mary.  Now  don't  laugh,  like 
you  usually  do."  He  threw  her  an  admonishing  glance. 
"Shortly  there  will  be  some  men  in  the  anteroom,  one 
of  whom  will  positively  get  this  one  job — the  one  who 
is  undoubtedly  better  qualified  than  the  rest.  One  such 
there  must  be.  One  such  there  now  is.  He  does  not 
know  he  is  the  ablest  man,  neither  do  I,  but  by  asking 
him  mentally,  I can  see  some  sign  of  his  superiority 
before  I actually  choose  him  by  elimination." 


"Mental  telepathy,"  concluded  Mary.  Her  eyes, 
usually  soft  gray,  were  shining  like  fire-opals.  Also 
she  did  not  laugh,  which  pleased  Harper  immensely. 

Mary  jumped  up  and  went  to  the  glass  panelling 
which  allowed  thjse  in  the  office  to  see  who  was  in 
the  waiting-room,  but  not  vice-versa. 

"They're  all  nere,  Mr.  Harper.  All  four.”  Her  voice 
was  suddenly  dead. 

"Good,"  exclaimed  Harper,  leaving  his  window  posi- 
tion and  walking  to  the  partition,  where  he  stood  beside 
Mary.  "Now  let's  see  how  this  mental  telepathy  busi- 
ness works  out." 

In  an  even  tone,  he  began  uttering,  "One  of  you  is 
better  fitted  than  the  rest.  One  of  you  who  is  best 
qualified  is  to  have  this  job.  Whoever  you  are  show 
me  a sign  of  your  superiority.  Show  me  a sign. 

The  four  men  appeared  unaware  of  Harper's 
mumbling,  for  each  bore  a similar  expression  of  worried 
anxiety.  Harper  continued  the  exhorting  drone,  but 
with  diminishing  hope  showing  in  his  slackened,  dryer 
expression. 

"Doesn't  seem  to  work,"  he  remarked. 

"No,"  Mary  said,  equally  flatly.  "Oh!"  Mary's  hands 
clenched  together,  she  could  not  restrain  them,  and 
she  flung  away  from  Harper,  who  looked  after  her, 
astonished.  Then,  through  the  frosted  window,  he  saw 
another  man  walk  up  the  stairs  to  the  anteroom.  On 
the  last  step,  the  fellow  hesitated  and  glanced  toward 
the  glass  door  behind  which  Harper  stood. 

"Mary,”  Harper  called. 

"Come  here.  Another  man 
has  come  in." 

"What.  Oh,  — wonderful." 

She  raced  back  to  him. 

"Look,  Mary,  he's  regard- 
ing this  very  glass  almost  as 
if  he  can  see  through  it.  I 
wonder  what's  running 
through  his  mind.  I won- 
der— " 

The  man  outside  still  hesi- 
tated before  entering  the 
waiting-room. 


Bam 

BteAmati 


(Continued  on  page  20) 
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HEn  SIN-WRI TIMr  AVIATOR 

FRIENDS  come  IM 

HANDV  A 
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BHEN  EVERYTHING  ELSE 
FAILS,  TRY  IW 1 5 /y 


I! 


|JhE  OLD  CHEWIN'  GUMTRIGk/, 


OGFOOT  SHOE  TONGUE  (pate™) 
E<  FOR.  CROWDED  CLASSROOMS  // 


I5*RIN6  tool  tea  leases  to 

liCLASS.THEV  NEVER  FAIL.// 

(Keep  it  quiet,  but  here’s  a few  systems  that  worked  last  year.) 
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EX-EQUESTRIENNE 

QSl 

GIVE  A MAN  A HORSE— HE  CAN  HAVE  IT! 


SAY  lissen  here,  Gwen,  if  you  ever  catch  me  horse- 
back riding  again,  it's  an  optical  illusion;  so  don't 
mention  it,  not  if  you  want  peace  and  quiet,  don't. 
Here's  why. 

"It  was  a year  ago,  when  I first  came  to  Maryland, 
and  joined  the  Riding  Club.  I had  a very  chic  outfit— 
you  know — green  jodphurs,  yellow  jacket.  I looked 
pretty  classy  even  if  I do  say  so  myself. 

"Well,  I go  out  one  day  with  some  other  kids  from 
the  Club,  to  a stable  somewhere  back  of  the  University, 
back  in  the  woods.  I'm  just  setting  out  to 
enjoy  myself,  it  being  a nice  day  and 
me  looking  as  classy  as  I do  and  all. 

Well,  we  get  to  the  stables  and 
right  off  the  bat  the  lady  asks 
me  what  kind  of  a mount  I like. 

"Now  I'm  not  dumb,  Gwen, 

I've  read  books  about 
horses  and  riding  and  all 
and  I'm  ready  to  get  going, 
not  to  stand  talking  to  this 
dame  about  mounts  and  all. 

Anyway,  I say  I like  the 
Rockies  but  after  all  you 
can't  beat  the  East.  And  then 
I say  something  cute  about  Mt. 

St.  Joe,  being  that  Joe  Devlin 
went  there  and  I think  he's  cute. 

Well,  she  turns  and  leaves  me  stand- 
ing by  the  fence,  and  starts  for  the  barn. 

"The  other  kids  know  the  stable  and  have 
more  or  less  picked  their  horses  in  advance,  which  are 
all  saddled  up,  but  I just  have  to  wait. 

"Then  the  lady  comes  around  the  side  of  the  barn 
leading  a great  big  old  brown  horse  by  the  reins.  He's 
got  a head  like  a duffle  bag  and  a neck  like  a flattened 
out  fire  hose,  but  my  guess  is  he's  O.  K.  when  it  comes 
to  a good  steady  ride.  She  puts  the  reins  over  his  head 
and  holds  the  pedal  out  for  me  to  step  in.  'Well,'  I says, 
'you  don't  have  to  baby  me.  I can  handle  a horse.' 
Then  I take  hold  of  the  saddle  and  motion  her  away. 
Every  one  else  gets  up  on  top  of  their  horses  and  the 
lady  gets  on  a little  reddish  one  that  leads  the  rest. 
Then  they  start  down  the  road. 

"There  are  two  ends  to  a saddle — the  front  and  the 
back,  so  I hold  one  end  in  each  hand  and  start  to 
reach  for  the  pedal  with  my  left  foot.  Either  the  horses 
legs  are  too  long,  or  I should  have  gotten  a size  18 
jodphur,  because  it  just  doesn't  work.  'Well,'  I says 


to  myself,  'this  will  never  do.'  So  I let  go  of  the  saddle 
and  hold  the  pedal  in  my  left  hand,  lifting  my  left  foot 
with  my  right  hand.  Then  something  happens.  My 
hand  slips  or  something  and  I kick  the  horse  a little 
kick  in  the  side.  But  he's  well  schooled,  as  they  say, 
and  doesn't  buck  any,  but  only  sort  of  blows  his  nose 
and  walks  forward  a few  steps,  with  his  head  down. 

"I  stand  and  look  at  him  a while  deciding  whether  to 
do  Chapter  One  'Letting  Him  Know  Who's  Boss'  or 
Chapter  Two  'Mounting  the  Horse.'  Finally  I decide 
on  Chapter  One.  I go  up  to  his  head,  which 
is  down  on  the  ground  eating  grass.  I 
can't  look  him  in  the  eye  because  I 
can't  bend  over,  my  jodphurs  be- 
ing a snug  size  sixteen,  so  I start 
to  pat  him  on  the  back  of  his 
neck.  He  just  shivers  in  his 
mane  and  goes  on  eating 
and  walking  forward.  Then 
I reach  under  his  neck  to 
pull  his  head  up  so  I can 
look  him  in  the  eye  and  let 
him  know  who's  boss. 
While  I'm  leaning  under  and 
around  he  picks  up  his  kettle- 
drum hoof  and  comes  down 
with  a thud  on  my  boot.  'Holy 
cats,'  I yell  'Get  off  of  my  foot!' 
But  he  just  goes  on  chewing  and 
presses  down  a little  harder.  Well,  I 
feel  like  a flower  in  a book,  but  what  can  I 
do  about  it?  I try  to  pull  up  on  his  leg,  but  he  tosses 
his  head  back  at  me  and  I spring  away  all  but  one  foot. 
Then  he  lumbers  over  by  the  fence  and  I forget  him 
long  enough  to  take  the  dent  out  of  my  new  boot. 

"I'm  telling  you,  Gwen,  by  this  time  I'm  getting  mad. 
'Listen,  girlie,'  I says  to  myself,  'it's  Chapter  One  now 
or  never.  So  I start  over  for  the  horse  who  was  along 
side  of  the  board  fence.  There's  only  about  a foot  be- 
tween the  rear  of  the  horse  and  the  fence  but  I get  in 
between  them  and  start  to  push  out.  Then  he  gets  mad 
too  I guess  and  raises  one  back  hoof  forward  getting 
ready  to  strike.  Well,  I jump  over  that  fence  so  fast.' 
'O.  K.,'  I says.  'You  asked  for  it,'  I says. 

"I  take  my  whip  in  my  hand  and  climb  up  on  the 
boards,  then  I throw  one  leg  over  the  top  of  the  fence 
and  the  horse  too.  I get  way  over  on  him  so  that  only 
my  left  leg  from  the  knee  down  is  still  over  the  fence. 

(Continued  on  page  19) 
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LIKKERISH 

I wish  I had  a licker  locker 
To  lock  some  likker  in 
I wish  I had  a lotter  likker 
To  place  therein. 

Because  I am  a likker  liker, 
Fond  of  Scotch  and  gin, 

I wish  I had  a likker  locker 
For  me  and  my  frin. 


Young  Mac:  Father,  I have  to  have 
an  atlas  for  school. 

Old  Mac:  Ah  weel,  ye'd  better 

wait  till  the  wor'rld's  mair  settled. 


When  a man  wants  his  handker- 
chief, he  reaches  around  and  yanks 
it  out  of  his  pocket.  When  a lady 
wants  hers,  she  rises,  shakes  herself, 
and  picks  it  off  the  floor. 


A cute  little  trick  from  St.  Paul 
Wore  a "newspaper  dress"  to  a ball. 
The  dress  caught  on  fire 
And  burned  her  entire 
Front  page,  spoiting  section,  et  al. 

- — Buccaneer. 


Cast  your  glims  on  Nellie  Green 
Funniest  gal  you've  ever  seen 
She's  got  a neck  like  an  old  smoke 
stack 

Not  as  long,  but  just  as  black. 


Mary  had  a little  lamb, 

Some  salad  and  dessert; 

And  then  she  gave  the  wrong  address 
The  dirty  little  flirt. 

Professors  tell  us  that  there  are  only 
seven  basic  types  of  humor;  college 
magazines  use  only  sex. 


"You  have  the  looks  of  a Czar." 
"Do  you  really  think  so?" 
"Yop.  A Czar  puss." 


LAMENT! 

The  weeks  are  passing, 
I should  be  glad. 

The  weeks  are  passing, 
But,  I am  sad. 

The  weeks  are  passing, 
Sad  my  lot — 

The  weeks  are  passing, 
But  I am  not. 


He  knocked  down  ten  mighty  horses 
Without  a trace  of  fear, 

But  he  wasn't  really  very  brave, 

He  was  the  auctioneer. 


A torrid  tootsie 
Is  Sally  Hines, 
Can't  tell  you  why 
In  just  four  lines. 


"What  good  would  a kiss  do  you?" 
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Nippy  Prescott  was  quite  taken 
aback  when  Pat  Lanigan  came  into 
the  Grill  the  other  day  and  asked  for 
three  grains  of  asperin  and  a pinch 
of  insect  powder  because  he  had 
such  a lousy  headache. 


Me  smart  boy 
Me  like  to  talk. 

Me  talk  too  fast. 

Teacher  no  like  my  talk. 
He  say:  "You  stutter. 
You  go  to  speech  class." 
Me  go  to  class  once, 

Me  very  good  student, 
Me  stutter  no  more. 

Me  tongue  tied. 


"I  knew  I shouldn't  have  sent  Omar  to  college!" 


100  BUCKS- 

20  white  orchids 
133  Vs  T.  Dorsey  recordings 
200  trips  to  Washington 
285%  neighborhood  movies 

1.000  beers 

2.000  cokes 

5.000  blue  books 

10,000  hunks  of  bubble  gum 

Old  Line  Contest 


GOLF  STORY 

An  elderly  gentleman  was  about  to  play  his  first 
game  of  golf.  Arriving  at  the  first  hole,  which  happened 
to  be  a very  short  one,  he  yelled,  "Caddie,  bring  me 
my  driver!" 

The  caddie  replied,  "You  don't  want  your  driver,  you 
want  a mashie."  The  gentleman  snapped  back,  "I 
know  what  I'm  doing,  hand  me  that  driver!" 

Driver  in  hand,  he  addressed  the  ball  and  took  a 
healthy  swing.  He  topped  it,  and  the  ball  bounced 
crazily  along  for  some  fifty  feet,  then  took  off  and  came 
to  rest  on  the  front  edge  of  the  green. 

As  he  walked  down  the  fairway  the  gentleman  called 
and  asked  the  caddie  for  a brassie.  The  caddie  insisted, 

"You  don't  want  a brassie,  you  want  your  putter." 

"Quit  telling  me  how  to  play  and  hand  me  that 
brassie! " 

The  caddie  did  as  requested.  Again  the  gentleman 
swung,  and  again  he  topped  the  ball.  This  time  the 
ball  rolled  along  the  green,  then  dropped  in  the  cup. 
The  man  walked  over,  looked  at  his  ball,  then  turned 
to  his  caddie, 


"Caddie,  hand  me  my  niblick,  I'm  in  a helluva  mess! " 


I 


A DATE  FOR  THE 

(Any  reference  or  similarity  to  person 


Men:  if  you  are — 

. . . then  — 

1. 

F ootlighter 

Speak  the  piece,  I pray  you,  as  I pronounce  it  to  you,  trippingly  on  tl 
tongue.  "Howza  bouta  date  babe?” 

2. 

Ag  Major 

Wear  shoes. 

3. 

Greasy  Grind 

"You  too  can  have  13  inch  biceps  women  adore  in  79  easy  lessons." — Chari 
Atlas 

4. 

Publication's  Man 

Look  under  the  OLD  LINE  sofa. 

5. 

Engineer 

If  you  can  get  a date  for  a lubrication  lecture  you're  slippery  enough 
handle  this. 

6. 

Political  Hotshot 

Keep  it  a secret. 

7. 

Smoothie 

What  the  hell  you  readin'  this  for? 

8. 

Eddie  Johnson 

Remember  last  year? 

9. 

Fraternity  Man 

Borrow  roomate's  corduroy  beer  jacket,  carry  Jan.  issue  ESQUIRE.  Read 

10. 

R.O.T.C.  Private 

Have  your  uniform  cleaned. 

11. 

Four  foot  six 

God  help  you! 

12. 

Grill  Hound 

Five  cent  recording  plus  five  cent  coke  rates  one  shapely,  shaggin'  sharp 

13. 

Unknown 

14. 

George  Lawrence 

See  Eddie  Johnson. 
(Cross  reference) 

UNIOR  PROM  DEPT. 

iving  or  dead  is  purely  coincidental) 


Women:  if  you  are — 

. . . then  — 

* 1.  Footlighter 

After  all,  Judy,  it's  only  a play.  So  give  the  boys  a smile. 

2.  English  Major 

'You  look  good  to  I,  so  give  I a date."  Hah!  Us  knew  you  would  know 
what  us  was  talking  about. 

3.  Greasy  Grind 

Try  Ironized  Yeast. 

4.  Publication's  Gal 

Get  under  the  OLD  LINE  sofa. 

5.  Home  Ec 

Distribute  pies  like  mother  used  to  make  containing  return  address. 

6.  Athletic  Type 

Add  false  eyelashes,  Nightie  foundation  garment,  rippling  rhythm. 

7.  Glamour  Girl 

Ask  B.  D.  D.  F.  tor  particulars. 

8.  Glee  Club  Soprano 

Quiet  please! 

9.  Sorority  Woman 

Borrow  roomate's  corduroy  beer  jacket.  Carry  copy  of  MADEMOISELLE. 
Read  it. 

0.  Jitterbug 

Go  stag. 

11.  Six  loot  one 

Bend  knees. 

12.  Daydodger 

Flash  snappy  looking  Packard  convertible  around  the  hill. 

j!3.  Unknown 

Pray. 

4.  Hero  Worshipper 

Tom  Coleman  already  has  a date. 
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THERE'S  NO 
OTHER 
TOBACCO 
LIKE  PRINCE 
ALBERT 


Copyright.  1938,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co. 

P.A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  ( Signed ) 

R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  tobacco  in 
every  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


Rich  man,  poor  man,  fraternity 
brother,  fraternity  brother. 


Did  you  ever  hear  about  the  man 
who  smoked  so  many  Camels  and 
his  nerves  got  so  steady  that  he 
couldn't  move? 


Lesson  in  logic:  To  tax  is  to  bur- 
den; a burden  the  hand  is  worth  two 
in  the  bush;  a bushover  is  an  easy 
customer  who  you  can  tax. 


Probably  the  shortest  book  ever 
written  would  be  a Who's  Who  in 
Germany. 


Adolph  Hitler,  we  read,  says  there 
have  been  times  when  starva- 
tion was  staring  him  in  the  face. 
Couldn't  have  been  very  pleasant  for 
either  of  them. 


Some  girls  are  like  cigarettes:  they 
come  in  packs,  get  lit;  hang  onto 
your  lips;  make  you  puff;  go  unex- 
pectedly; leave  a bad  taste  in  your 
mouth,  and  still  they  satisfy. 


The  difference  between  life  and  love: 
Life  is  just  one  fool  thing  after  an- 
other; love  is  two  fool  things  after 
each  other. 


And  there's  the  one  about  the  girl 
who  was  so  cynical  she  didn't  be- 
lieve that  storks  brought  baby  storks. 


Father:  Don't  forget  son,  beauty  is 
only  skin  deep. 

Son:  That's  all  right.  I'm  no  canni- 
bal. 


Then  there's  the  Frosh  who  studied 
so  he  wouldn't  flunk  his  Wasserman 
test. 


She  laughed  when  I sat  down  at 
the  piano;  but  when  I came  over  to 
the  divan,  she  got  scared  as  hell. 
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Fifteen 


She  was  young  and  fair  and  pretty, 
She's  a girl  I'll  never  forget. 

We  were  in  a Pullman  sleeper 
When  by  accident  we  met. 

Yes,  I always  shall  remember  well 
The  girl,  and  time,  and  place; 

I was  coming  from  the  upper  berth 
And  stepped  upon  her  face. 


A co-ed  is  an  appetite  wrapped  in 
a raccoon  coat  and  wearing  dirty 
shoes. 


My  kitty  has  gone  a-gallivanting 
I don't  know  where  she's  at 
Curse  this  city 
That  lured  my  kitty 
By  dawn  she'll  be  a cat. 


"I  know  you  two  been  neckin';  I wasn't  born  yesterday!" 


The  coon  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 
The  flames  rose  up  around  his  neck, 
Hot  chocolate! 


"UNFAIR  TO  LOUNGE  LIZARDS" 

An  athlete  swaggers  down  the  hall, 
Wearing  his  varsity  sweater; 

Of  all  the  guys  in  the  whole  damn 
school, 

He  thinks  he's  a wee  bit  better. 

In  every  room  he  loafs  around, 
And  lays  aside  his  books; 

And  holds  his  mug  up  in  the  air 
To  advertise  his  looks. 

He's  sure  that  each  and  every  gal 
Thinks  him  very  sweet; 

So  he  puffs  his  chest  out  very  big, 
To  give  them  all  a treat. 

The  poor  gals'  hearts  go  pitty-pat, 
Whenever  he  is  near; 

And  the  lousiest  part  of  it  all  is — 
There  are  athletes  every  year. 


Indignant  Father:  "Do  you  think  it 
fair,  Bobby,  after  I told  you  there  was 
no  Santa  Claus,  to  go  and  tell  the 
neighbors  I laid  your  Easter  eggs, 
too?" 


'G'wan,  I ain't  bin  confirmed  by  the  Senate  yet!" 
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George  Lawrence  and  Margaret  Kemp, 
who  will  lead  the  promenade. 


ffn  /Honot  Of 

THE  JUNIOR 


uniot 


ON 

THURSDAY,  JANUARY  26 

FROM 

10  P.  M.  Until  2 A.  M. 

AT* 

THE  WILLARD  HOTEL 

WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


Eddie  Duchin, 
providing  the  music. 
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Seventeen 


£ The  c Sen  tors  Of  1939 

R CLASS  PRESENTS 
THE 


omenacle  ^Dan 


ce 


MUSIC 

BY 

Eddie  Duchin 

1 

j AND 

:his  orchestra 


Tom  Coleman  and  Kitty  Wolfe, 


who  will  assist. 
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TWO  POEMS 


By  Cecil  R.  Martin 


MAN  HAS  NOT  JOURNEYED  FAR 

Man  has  not  journeyed  far,  and  his  at  best 
Seems  but  a spiral,  unavailing  course. 

A sextet  of  millenniums  have  pressed 

Their  slothful  rounds  with  stern,  rentless  force, 
Like  some  gigantic  treadmill.  Hour  by  hour 
And  year  by  year  and  age  by  age  they  turn. 
No  eye  can  plumb  the  fountain  of  their  power; 

No  mind  the  purpose  of  their  course  discern. 
For  it  is  not  for  feet  consigned  to  toil 

The  backward  turning,  never-ending  track, 

To  doubt  that  good  attends  the  aimless  moil, 

That  rest  shall  find  the  weary,  aching  back. 
’Tis  but  for  man,  with  rude  defiance  hushed, 

To  trudge  the  turning  treadmill — or  be  crushed. 


MAN  OF  THE  HOUR 

Whence  came  this  hero,  primed  to  meet  the  test, 

To  strike  and  win? — 

This  man  upon  whose  mighty  judgments  rest 
The  fates  of  men. 

A while  ago  this  voice  that  rings  with  power 
Knew  no  acclaim; 

There  were  no  lips  in  that  sequestered  hour 
To  shout  his  name. 

Whence  came  he,  then,  when  sullen  loomed  the  clouds, 
The  battle,  hot? 

He  rose,  a product  of  the  babbling  crowds 
That  knew  him  not. 

For  when  above  the  chaos  comes  the  cry 
For  men  of  cheer, 

Brave  men  to  bear  the  fraying  banner  high, 

Such  men  appear. 


jLeaeleM 


I IV  CHEER 


Y‘ 


rOU’LL  find  that  warm  hand-clasp  and 
‘campus  congeniality"  at  the  Willard. 
When  you’re  in  town  meet  the  "varsity"  crowd  at  one  of 
these  convenient  Willard  rooms  .... 


COFFEE  SHOP 


Popular  Priced 
Food  Specialties 


WILLARD  CORNER 

Exclusive  Cocktail  Room 
for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen 


ROUND  RODIN 

Men’s  Grill 

Cozy  Men’s  Rally  Room 


HI  LLARD  HOTEL 

14th  and  Pennsylvania  Avenue  Washington,  D.  C. 

H.  P.  Somerville,  Managing  Director 
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Nineteen 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
"The  Old  Line" 

o o o 


o o o 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

1000  Connecticut  Avenue 
Washington,  D.  C. 


Make  the  Junior  Prom  a 
Success! ! 

ORDER  YOUR  CORSAGE  FROM 
the 

COLONY  FLOWER  SHOP 

Flowers  for  all  occasions 
Distinctive  Corsages 

4927  GEORGIA  AVE.  Irving  Phillips 

Ra.  2444  Campus  Agent 


(Continued  from  page  9) 

Then  I start  to  feel  around  for  the  pedal  with  my  right 
foot  and  would  you  believe  it,  the  old  nag  starts  for- 
ward! He  could  have  run  I guess,  but  by  that  time, 
the  reins  are  down  around  his  ears  and  he  gets  all 
tangled  up  in  them  with  his  big  feet,  which  makes  him 
mad  and  he  starts  to  jump  up  and  down  like  crazy. 

" 'Hey  you!'  I yell.  'Cut  it  out,'  because  of  me  being 
half  on  the  horse  and  half  over  the  fence,  so  to  speak. 
'Hey,  cut  that  out.  Stop.  Whoa,  whoa!  Hey  what — ?' 
Then  he  gets  out  from  under  me  and  I leap  over  some- 
how and  straddle  the  board,  grabbing  at  the  fence  post. 
I still  have  my  whip,  thank  heavens.  Then  what  do 
you  think  happens? 

" 'Hey,  toots,  that's  a pretty  nice  fence  you're  riding!' 
somebody  yells  behind  me.  Now  how  was  I to  know 
the  gang  would  be  back  around  the  barn  so  soon?  And 
there  I am,  clutching  for  dear  life  at  the  fence  post. 

"Well  that  finished  me,  Gwen,  and  that's  why  I say 
don't  mention  horses  to  me.  You  can't  trust  'em." 

— T.  St.  C. 
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Whether  it  be  tor  your  . . . 


JUNIOR  PROM  . . . 

or  for  any  other  occasion,  we 
are  equipped  to  give  you 
individual  service  in  all 
branches  of  beauty  work. 


University  Beauty  Salon 

OPPOSITE  MAIN  GATE  Tel.  Berwyn  670 

DRIVE-IN  SHOPPING  CENTER  Open  9 to  9 


Standard  Engraving  Company 


SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 


WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  Line  Flutes 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 


★ 

1214  1 9 T H STREET,  N.  W. 

Washington , D.  C. 


START  THE  NEW  YEAR  RIGHT  . . . 
BY  PURCHASING  YOUR 

Meats  - Groceries  - Hardware 

FROM 

Carr  Bros.  & Boswell,  Inc. 

HOUSE  FURNISHINGS,  SEEDS,  AUTO  SUPPLIES,  PAINTS 
AND  GLASS 

Prompt  and  Courteous  Service 
2 Dependable  Stores — HY ATTSVILLE,  RIVERDALE 
HYATTSVILLE  STORE  RIVERDALE  STORE 

Hyatts.  201-202,  Berwyn  345  Hyatts.  381-382 

Greenwood  2850  Berwyn  460 

Hardware,  Hyatts.  67 


(Continued  from  page  7) 

Harper  began  his  repetitious  statements  again,  ending 
with,  "Show  me  a sign."  For  a minute  Harper  glanced 
at  Mary,  as  she,  by  the  unopening  movement  of  her 
lips,  seemed  to  be  asking,  asking. 

Looking  directly  at  the  glass  partition,  the  man 
assumed  a definite  attitude,  smiled,  a broad,  secretive 
smile,  and,  without  further  hesitation,  stepped  into  the 
anteroom. 

"That's  the  man,"  cried  Harper.  "That's  the  man. 
Did  you  see  that  smile — oh,  such  a glorious  smile.” 

"Yes,  yes,"  cried  Mary. 

Again  they  peered  through  the  glass.  In  his  seat, 
the  man  still  retained  some  of  the  brightness  of  the 
smile,  as  if  its  knowledge  would  not  allow  it  to  vanish. 

Attempting  to  compose  himself,  Harper  went  to  his 
chair  behind  his  desk,  sat  down,  and  prepared  to 
examine  each  man  according  to  the  accepted  procedure. 

"Just  as  a sort  of  verification,"  he  said.  He  arranged 
his  desk  and  papers  in  order.  "Now  send  them  in, 
Mary,  one  by  one,  that  fifth  fellow  last." 

"Certainly,"  Mary  answered.  Real  joy  throbbed 
through  her  voice. 

She  slid  open  the  glass  panel,  beckoned  to  one  of 
the  early  arrivals. 

Harper  questioned  each  closely;  his  thoroughness, 
despite  his  enthusiasm  for  his  idea,  was  as  probing  as 
it  ever  was,  and  as  fair.  Finally  the  fifth  man  entered, 
the  one  who  had  smiled,  and  Harper  interviewed  him 
a little  breathlessly. 

"Well,  I'm  satisfied."  He  leaned  back.  "You  can 
dismiss  those  other  men  who  are  waiting,  Mary." 

She  did  so,  but  her  voice  was  not  calm. 

"Mr.  Davidson,  you're  the  man  for  this  job.  You'll 
start  Monday."  Harper  hooked  his  thumbs  in  his  vest 
pockets.  "You  don't  know  it  but  I had  a little  fun  by 
choosing  you  before  I had  even  spoken  to  you." 

Mary's  eyes  were  fastened  on  Davidson. 

"What  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Harper?"  he  asked,  after 
thanking  him  for  the  job. 

Harper  explained. 

"Oh,  my  smile."  Davidson  laughed  out  loud.  "Why, 
I smiled  because  Mary  was  in  here.  I'm  her  fiance. 
She  called  me  to  come  down  in  a hurry,  as  a position 
was  open  which  was  the  very  thing  I was  suited  for. 

"But  my  theory,"  exclaimed  Harper,  half  in  concern, 
half  jocularly. 

"It  still  worked,"  replied  Mary."  Your  prayer  was 
for  a sign  of  qualification.  Mine  was  a silent  wish  that 
he  should  smile  because  I was  near  and  he  loved  me." 
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"Speaking  of  bathing  at  famous 
springs,"  said  the  Georgetown  Gentle- 
man, "I  bathed  in  the  Spring  of 
1924." 


Nice  Old  Lady:  How  are  you  chil- 
dren getting  along? 

Small  Boy:  Fine;  Tony  wants  to  be 
a gangster,  and  Jane  wants  to  be  a 
chorus  girl. 

N.  O.  L.:  But  what  about  Joe? 

S.  B.:  Oh,  we  had  to  kill  him:  he 
wanted  to  go  to  Georgetown. 


If  all  the  Georgetown  students 
were  seated  at  one  long  table  they 
would  undoubtedly  reach. 


Georgetown  Coach:  What's  the 

matter  with  you  fellows,  you  look 
like  a bunch  of  amateurs. 


WITH  MALICE 
TOWARDS  NONE 


A Georgetown  fellow  took  his  date 
to  a restaurant  and  they  ordered 
spaghetti.  When  the  food  was 
brought,  the  G.  U.  fellow  began  to 
throw  the  spaghetti  all  over  his  head, 
he  just  smeared  it  in  his  hair. 

"For  Heaven's  sake!”  cried  the 
date,  "why  are  you  throwing  that 
spaghetti  in  your  hair?" 

"Spaghetti,"  he  cried,  "My  God,  I 
I thought  it  was  mashed  potatoes!" 


Prof.:  How  did  you  get  up  that 
tree? 

G.  U.  Guy:  I sat  on  it  when  it  was 
an  acorn. 


Toots:  And  your  brother,  who  was 
trying  so  hard  to  get  into  George- 
town, what  is  he  doing  now? 
Snoots:  Nothing,  he  got  in. 


Spokesman:  We  are  Georgetown 
students  and  honest  men. 

Judge:  Fine.  The  Georgetown  stu- 
dents line  up  over  on  this  side  and 
the  honest  men  on  the  other  side. 


"Pierre  sure  hates  to  lose." 


The  war  is  over? 

Is  it  over.  Mother?— No,  your  son 
was  killed. 

Is  it  over,  little  girl  with  the  big 
blue  eyes?  — No,  your  daddy  was 
killed. 

Is  it  over,  soldier? — No,  you  lost  a 
leg. 

Is  it  over,  laborer  with  the  horny 
hands? — No.  You,  and  your  children, 


and  their  children,  and  THEIR  chil- 
dren must  lay  out  their  hard-earned 
dollars  in  taxes  to  pay  for  it! 

So  why  do  we  cheer? 

Only  the  fighting  is  over.  Hearts 
will  go  on  aching.  And  men  will  walk 
on  crutches.  And  laborers  will  work 
and  work,  and  pay  and  pay  — for 
years.  For  years,  and  years,  and  years. 
Let’s  not  have  another  war. 


What  to  do  about  it 

Hysterical  protests  won't  avert  an- 
other war,  any  more  than  will  “pre- 
paredness”. 

Civilization  must  build  its  own  de- 
fense out  of  human  reason  and  intelli- 
gence, properly  organized  and  applied. 

To  every  reasonable  and  intelligent 
man  and  woman  in  America  goes  the 
responsibility  of  doing  his  or  her 
share  to  avert  the  coming  war. 

World  Peaceways  offers  a practical 
plan  of  how  you  can  help.  Write  for 
it.  There  is  no  obligation  involved  in 
your  inquiry,  except  the  obligation  to 
your  conscience  and  to  your  convic- 
tion that  there  must  be  no  more  wars. 
World  Peaceways,  Inc.,  103  Park 
Avenue,  New  York  City. 
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tMetf.  tf-ella  ! ! 


Ijau  ! ! 

Get  out  from  under  and  play 
safe  by  taking  your  troubles 
to — - 

CHANEY'S 

GARAGE 

OPPOSITE  THE  MAIN  GATE 

• • 

Tough  Soph:  "Rat,  you  are  about 
the  greenest  thing  I have  ever  seen. 
Why  look  at  the  hayseeds  on  your 
coat." 

Meek  Frosh:  "Them  ain't  hayseeds, 
guy,  them's  wild  oats." 

Use  Molpalive  Shaving  Cream — no 
brush,  no  lather,  no  rubin,  no  soap, 
no  box,  no  nothin' — just  blood. 

Two  sleepy  people  by  dawn's 
early  light. 

Going  to  an  8:20. 


When  you  are  gone,  I feel  so  sad, 
And  helpless,  wretched,  like  a cad; 
But  that's  not  all,  my  sweetheart  dear, 
I feel  the  same  when  you  are  near. 


Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part, 
Have  a free  and  generous  heart; 
If  our  love-life  you  must  end, 
Introduce  me  to  your  friend. 


Expostulation  and  Reply 

(With  apologies  to  Mr.  Wordsworth) 

"Why,  William,  sit  you  there  like 
stone, 

Thus  for  the  length  of  half  a night? 
Why  do  you  every  dance  postpone? 
You'd  think  I had  the  blight. 

Where  is  your  line  that  stretched  so 
long? 

I'd  like  it  still  extended. 

Up,  up!  Let's  dance  my  favorite  song, 
Our  difference  must  be  mended." 

One  evening  thus,  at  a college  hop 
A sad  co-ed  addressed  her  date. 

He  blushed;  he  felt  his  heart  go 
'plop'', 

And  then  he  told  his  fate. 

"O  Betty  dear,  this  dance  has  been 
For  me  an  ordeal,  also. 

The  trouble  is — O I've  done  no  sin, — 
But  just — the  subject  makes  me  halt 
so; 

I should  have  told  you  long  before, 
But  I've  been  so  embarrassed. 

And  I was  worried  all  the  more 
To  see  you,  too,  so  harrassed! 

Our  difference,  dear,  it  can  be 
mended 

But  only  with  strong  thread  and 
stitches. 

The  trouble  that  on  me  descended — 
Is  that  I've  split  my  breeches! 

— Then  ask  not  wherefore,  here 
alone, 

Blushing,  I've  no  doubt, 

I stay  upon  this  chair  like  stone 
And  sit  the  dances  out." 

— M.  Z. 

At  a frat  banquet  one  night  for 
which  they  had  pledgees  as  waiters, 
this  took  place: 

Member:  Say,  Tennessee,  there's  a 
fly  in  this  soup! 

Tennessee:  Don't  worry,  he  won't 
drink  much. 
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(Continued  from  page  6) 

you  that  you  make  very  good  cake  which  they  enjoyed 
very  much  the  last  one  you  sent.  Also  they  are  in- 
terested in  the  pigeons  and  asked  questions  like  how 
long  do  you  think  it  will  take  those  eggs  to  hatch  and 
have  you  got  a toaster? 

With  love, 

1 Percival  (Jitterbug)  Quinn 

P.  S.  The  coach  is  going  to  let  Benny  Alperstein  work 
out  with  me  tomorrow. 

University  of  Md 
College  Park  Md 
January  11  1939 

Dean  Broughton 

College  of  Arts  and  Sciences 
University  of  M. 

Dear  Dean 

It  will  be  necessary  for  me  not  to  come  to  any  of 
the  classes  in  your  college  where  I am  a student  for  a 
while  as  I have  had  a very  bad  accident  and  cannot 
recite  due  to  having  no  front  teeth  which  are  down  in 
the  Colesium  but  I do  not  think  it  will  do  any  good  to 
find  them  thank  you. 

Yours  truly, 

I,  Percival  Quinn. 

P.  S.  How  soon  will  the  infirmary  be  finished? 

Duckblind  Md 
January  12,  1939 

Dear  Percy, 

I think  it  is  wonderful  that  you  are  fighting  Benny 
Alperstein  as  little  Algon  says  he  is  a very  good  fighter. 
Also  when  I told  your  father  this  he  stopped  whittling 
the  barrel  staves  for  your  present  and  when  I asked  him 
why  he  said  he  didn't  think  you  would  need  any  present 
now.  We  are  all  three  happy  about  you  being  such  a 
good  athlete,  especially  Algon  and  your  father,  who 
talk  about  it  a great  deal. 

With  love, 

Ma 

University  of  Md 
College  Park  Md 
January  13  1939 

Mrs.  P Quinn 
Duckblind  Md 
Eastern  Shore  Md. 

Dear  Ma 

You  can  tell  pa  to  start  whittling  again  as  I have 
decided  to  not  be  a boxer  and  get  along  with  the  football 


• 

players  across  the  hall  with  diplomacy  which  I am  very 
good  at  already  having  persuaded  one  of  them  to  wear 
my  new  tuxedo  to  the  Jr  Prom.  Also  the  pigeons  left 
very  suddenly  the  other  night  after  the  football  players 
threw  all  the  eggs  at  the  night  watchman  who  came  up 
to  my  room  where  the  eggs  came  from  and  questioned 
me  closely  using  very  brutal  language. 

With  love 

I,  Percival  (Peace  at  any  price)  Quinn. 

P.  S.  What  size  are  grandmas  false  teeth? 


i 


"But  we're  gonna  play  blackjack,  ain't  we?" 


Your  Best  Choice  lor  Campus  and  Classroom  Smartness 

RICHCRAFT  777  SHOES 

9 models  at  $7.45 

Full  leather  lined  ...  oil  treated  soles 
. . . weather  resisting.  Individually 
styled. 

Plfflf/C  MEN'S  SHOP 

F St.  at  10th  • Washington 


Familiarity  breeds  contempt.  Contempt  is  what  we 
have  lor  villains.  Villains  are  nasty  men  in  plays. 
Plays  are  what  they  have  on  Broadway.  Broadway  is 
a street  in  New  York.  New  York  is  a big  city.  There- 
fore, familiarity  breeds  a big  city. 


When  two  people  are  thinking  the  same  thing  it's 
often  called  mental  telepathy — sometimes  it's  plain 
embarrassment. 


Woodward  & Lothrop 

WASHIN  G TON,  I)  . C . 

Exciting 

: New  Evening  C»o\vns 

. . . for  your  formal  festivities 

Whether  it  be  the  “Gym”  or  an  ultra-ultra 
dance  downtown --your  gown  for  occasion 
is  here.  Bouffant  or  sculptured --angelic 
white -- sophisticated  black  or  vibrant 
festival  colors--that  magnetic  gown  you 
have  built  up  in  your  imagination --you 
will  find  here--well  within  your  price  limit. 

From  f1695 

MISSES’  FORMAL  ROOM,  THIRD  FLOOR 


IJyiLversLhf  Stifled 


CLOTHING  AND 
FURNISHINGS  for  MEN 

SIDNEY  WEST,  INC.,  14.TH  & G 

E.  C.  GOTT  WASHING  I ON 

Pres.  D.  C. 


The  Perfect  Way 
To  Win  Your  Way 

— to  anybody's  heart  starts  at  any  one  of  the  four 
flower  shops  of  Gude  Bros.  Co.  FLOWERS — they 
mean  so  much  to  those  on  the  receiving  end  of 
the  line.  They'll  be  sent  "across  the  street  or  across 
the  miles"  with  speed  and  satisfaction  guaranteed. 
Member  Florists'  Telegraph  Delivery  Association 
Florists  to  Washington  Since  1889 
Four  Stores  for  Your  Convenience 
Downtown  Store,  1212  F St.,  N.W.  District  8450 


Soph:  Man  is  wonderful.  He  has  learned  to  fly  like 
a bird. 

Frosh:  Yes,  but  he  hasn't  learned  to  sit  on  a barbed- 
wire  fence. 

■ — Yale  Record. 


".  . . Then  he  folded  her  tenderly  in  his  arms.  . . ." 


Copyright  1939,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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and  the  States,  have  P^  ^ ^pendenl 
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KN0W  TOBACCO  BIST  HS 


Easy  on  Your  Throat - 
Because  !TS  TOASTED 


AT  JUDGING  TOBACCO 


WITNESSED  STATEMENT  SERIES: 


“JIMMY*1  HICKS  hcs  auctioned  tobacco 
for  21  years.  "Luckies,"  he  says,  "have 
always  bought  fine  tobacco  of  good 
color  and  texture..  So  I’ve  smoked  Luckies 
for  14  years."  Most  other  independent 
inknrra  exnerti  also  smoke  Luckies! 
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Masters  and  Me 

Fancy 

WON'T  that  light  ever  turn  green?  It's  quarter  of 
nine  now,  and  Masters  will  be  closing  up  his 
prescription  lab  in  a few  minutes.  There  it  goes,  thank 
heaven.  Too  bad  ODK  meeting  had  to  last  so  long  to- 
night. I hate  to  leave  early,  but  Masters  has  something 
more  to  show  me,  and  what  a chemist  needs  more  than 
anything  else  is  practical  experience.  They  all  sit  up  in 
their  stoogy  little  labs  thinking  they  know  what  really 
goes  on  in  commercial  chemistry.  But  Masters  can 
show  me  more  than  they'll  ever  know. 

"Good  evening,  my  young  friend." 

Good  evening,  Masters.  Yes,  I've  locked  the  door 
after  me.  They  must  not  know  all  you  teach  me  here. 

"Now  I light  the  burner  under  the  flask.  Watch  more 
closely  than  you  ever  have  before.  I shall  teach  you." 

Yes,  Masters,  I am  watching.  The  little  bubbles 
gather  on  the  bottom  and  push  up  through  the  crystal 
liquid.  You  shall  teach  me.  They  become  larger  and 
larger.  Now  the  walls  of  the  flask  are  lined  with  them. 
They  race  through  to  the  surface  and  break.  See  how 
the  whole  begins  to  rock.  Why,  Masters?  Why  does 
it  rock?  The  spirit  in  the  flask  is  trying  to  break  loose. 
More  heat,  Masters!  Look,  more  heat  and  it  will  break 
loose.  The  bubbles  come  faster  and  faster  and — Look, 
Masters,  it  boils!  How  it  boils!  Great  blisters  crowd 
one  another  against  the  glass  and  burst  with  their  own 
madness.  More  heat,  Masters,  make  them  dribble  in 
steam  from  the  mouth  of  the  flask,  those  tumultuous 
bubbles,  irridescent  yellow  and  green  and  pink.  Make 
the  flask  rock  and  boil  and  bubble.  More  heat  . . . More 
. . . Heat  . . . Heat. 

Tam  is  a worm,  a devil.  In  college  twenty  years  ago 
he  beat  Masters  to  the  top  in  every  competition.  Masters 
would  have  made  the  winning  touchdown  in  the  Vir- 
ginia game  in  1920,  but  Tam  subbed  in  for  him.  Masters 
would  have  won  the  chemistry  award  in  '21,  but  instead 
it  went  to  Tam.  Masters  was  to  marry  Diane,  but  Tam 
took  her  away.  Tam  is  a thief.  And  now  he  reigns  as 
king  of  the  Park  in  his  fancy  Tavern  on  the  highway. 
But  he  won't  for  long.  He  may  be  king  now,  but  wait 
until  tomorrow  morning.  Masters  is  a saint.  Tam  is 
a devil. 

Yes,  Masters,  I am  getting  it  from  the  drawer  here 
where  I left  it.  I am  going.  I shall  lead  the  way  down 
through  the  tunnel.  Down  . . . Down.  Yes,  Masters,  I 
follow  the  flickering  lantern  . . . Forward  through  the 
damp  ground  under  the  dripping  ceiling  I stoop.  Tam 
is  a devil.  Clutching  at  chunks  of  soggy  clay,  feeling 
my  way  along.  "Place  it  in  the  niche  in  the  end  wall." 
Winding  through  the  cold  passageway.  Here  it  is  under 


"Now  here's  a policy  that  offers  you 
triple  indemnity  ..." 


my  arm.  On  through  the  damp  tunnel,  around  a bend. 
Now — before  me  the  wall,  the  little  niche.  I place  it  in, 
so  ...  I have  done  it,  Masters,  I have  done  it!  Tam  is 
a devil,  but  I have  done  it.  Back  through  the  cold 
muck,  around  the  bend — is  a devil — up  the  hard  steps. 
The  lantern,  Masters,  I have  done  it!  I have — ! ...  I 
must  not  come  back  tomorrow  night.  I must  never 
come  back  again.  Yes,  Masters,  I will  not  come  back. 

"TAM'S  TAVERN  DESTROYED  BY  TIME  BOMB  . . . 
The  first  person  to  arrive  at  the  scene  of  the  accident 
was  Andrew  Masters,  local  drugstore  proprietor,  who 
reported  having  seen  prowlers  around  the  place  earlier 
in  the  evening."  The  Tavern!  What  a ghastly  thing 
to  happen!  My  friend  Masters  may  be  able  to  tell  me 
more  about  it.  Yet  how  can  I go  ask  him  when  he  is 
in  his  store,  and  I hate  the  very  thought  of  that  place. 


5 Snowonder  she  likes  Old  Golds! 


Answers 
Not  reasons. 

She  likes  Old  Golds 
Not  because  they’re 
Made  ol  finer 
Smoother  tobaccos 
But  because  their 
Delightful 
Double-Mellow 
Flavor  happens  to 
Please  her  taste 
And  because  every 
Old  Gold  reaches 
Her  lips  as  FRESH 
As  the  day  it 
Was  born. 

In  some  countries 
“Ski  ’ is  pronounced 
“SHE”. 

But  in  U.S.A., 

She  pronounces  “O.G., 
When  she  wants  a 
Truly  fresh  and 
Extra-fine 
Cigarette. 


Every  pack  wrapped  in  1!  jackets 
of  Cellophane;  the  OfJTTR  jacket 
opens  from  the  BOTTOM. 


Copy,.. 


Wlard 


•>  •> 


TUNE  IN  on  Old  Cold's  “Melody  and  Madness”  with  ROBERT  BENCH  LEY  and  ARTIE  SHAW’S  Orchestra,  Sunday  nights,  Columbia  Network,  Coast-lo-Coast 


For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  . . . Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 
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/ THAT'S  ONE  \ 
REASON  WHY  WE 
CAN  NAVE  SUCH 
FAST  LUXURIOUS 
OCEAN  LINERS, 

■v  HUH,  DAD  ? < 


ROB  that  sea-depth 

RECORDER  HAS  TAKEN 
A LOT  OF  RISK  OUT  OF 
OCEAN  NAVIGATION  / 


ISN'T  THAT  AMAZING? 
. ONE  PLANE  Y 
f CARRYING  f 

another  on  / / 

l ITS  BACK ' /A 


A PICK-A-BACK  PLANE  6 TOO  HEAVILY 
LOADED  (FOR  LONG  FLIGHT)  TO  TAKE  OFF 
FROM  THE  WATER,  THUS  MUST  BE  LAUNCHED 
IN  MIDAIR 


‘ I CAN  REMEMBER 
WHEN  A PLANE 
COULD  HARDLY  GET 
ITSELF  UP  IN  THE 
AIR 


HOW  THE  FATHOMETER  INSTANTLY  RECORDS 
HOW  FAR  A SHIP  IS  FROM  SEA-BOTTOM 

©OPERATOR 
ON  BRIDGE 
START5 
ELECTRIC 
DEVICE 


® INDICATOR 


ON  BRIDGE 


MEASURES  TIME 


OF  ROUND  TRIP 


IN  TERMS  OF 


FATHOMS  OF 


'.-'ER 


(I  FATH0M=6FEET) 


© SOUND  IS  \ 
SENT  OUT  FROM 
HULL  / 


© SOUND  RECEIVED 
IN  HULL 


©SOUND  HITS 
SEA- BOTTOM 
ECHOES  BACK 
TO  SHIP 
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IT'ANirCOF  Y VISITS  THE 

YWTOCOME  l NEW  Y0RK  MUSEUM 
‘HEREWITHUS  I OF  SCIENCE  AND  INDUSTRY 
IN  RADIO  CITY 


Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  5MOKE 


YES  WERE  RE-  - 
MINDED  OF  THAT  WiTH 
EVERY  PIPEFUL  OF  . 
PRINCE  ALBERT  WE 
SMOKE— - 


NOWADAYS  A MAN 
I ENJOY  ALL  THE  FULL 
kl  RICH  TASTE  OF 


TRUr 

N0-3ITE 
A MAN 


3iTE  PS0CZ-2S  LETS/  CAN  ENJOY 
AN  ENJOY  REAL  / REAL  RICH 


IF  you  RE  AFTER  RICH, 
/MELLOW  TASTE  AND  A 
COOL-SMOKI  NO,  SWEET- 
CAKING  PIPE,  THEN  FILLUP 
WITH  PRINCE  ALBERT  ^ 


SMOKING  PLEASURE  H CHOICE  TOBACCO  WITH- 
. _ _ - V nilT  A Rime  UAPSHMFS 


OUT  A BIT  OF  HARSHNESS, 
THANKS  TO  PRINCE  ALBERT 


SO 

MILD! 


Copyrignt.  iy39,  R.  J.  Reynolds  lonacco  Co. 

P.  fl.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  ( Signed ) 

R.  J.  Reynolds  T obacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  tobacco  in 
every  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


Astronomically  speaking,  there  is 
no  human  being  whose  life  is  not 
governed  by  the  stars  — not  even 
college  students  or  professors  are  ex- 
cluded. 

The  art  of  reading  the  stars  is  as 
simple  as  explaining  why  you  don't 
expect  to  get  good  marks  on  your 
finals.  To  begin  with,  students  born 
under  the  Sign  or  Cabin  of  Venus 
are  armless  against  love,  hash,  world 
peace  conferences,  and  other  mys- 
teries. Professors  born  under  this 
sign  are  very  courteous.  They  al- 
ways remove  their  hats  before  strik- 
ing their  wives,  and  never  point  their 
fingers  except  when  ordering  in  a 
beanery.  Higher  executives,  such  as 
Presidents  of  Colleges,  when  born 
under  this  sign,  have  proven  to  be 
very  thoughtful  cmd  kind  to  their 


I SEE  STARS 

parents.  One  even  took  his  mother 
to  the  poor  house  in  his  Rolls  Royce. 
Another  good  trait  in  these  men  lies 
in  the  fact  that  they  will  never  strike 
their  father  except  in  self-defence. 
The  Cabin  of  Venus  is  a very  lucky 
sign,  although  I should  scry  it  would 
be  unwise  to  take  an  exam  on  any 
day  ending  in  the  letters  a-y,  such 
as  Monday,  Tuesday,  Wednesday, 
Thursday,  Friday,  Saturday,  or  Sun- 
day. Those  born  under  this  sign  will 
always  be  the  life  of  the  party.  Infal- 
libly, men  of  the  Cabin  of  Venus,  put 
celery  in  their  button  holes  and,  af- 
ter a drink,  have  a passion  for  wear- 
ing women's  hats. 

Students  born  under  the  planet 

Jupiter  or  the  Throwing  Bull  are  very 
timid  cmd  hate  to  be  hit  in  the  face 


with  squashed  tomatoes  on  Fridays. 
They  have  also  been  known  to  resent 
flunking  grades.  They  cannot  stand 
sand  in  their  shoes,  grease  on  their 
vests,  or  cross-eyed  women.  The 
best  time  for  them  to  study  is  between 
eight  and  thirty  seconds  past  eight 
Standard  Time  every  other  Thursday 
except  when  the  full  moon  is  out. 
Women  bom  under  the  influence  of 
Jupiter  are  very  temperamental, 
while  those  under  the  influence  of 
liquor  are  very  cmnoying. 

Now,  if  there  is  any  one  reading 
this  who  would  like  to  have  his  own 
personal  horoscope,  it  he  will  send 
us  his  own  name  and  address,  the 
date  of  his  birth,  the  size  of  his  hat, 
and  his  grandpa's  middle  name — I 
assure  you  he  will  be  wasting  his 
time. 
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By  Jerry  Hardy 


WHAT  seemed  at  the  time  like 
an  interesting  thought  occurred 
to  us  while  we  were  at  the  Nino 
Martini  recital  a couple  of  Thursdays 
ago.  We  were  looking  around  at  all 
the  people  enthusiastically  slapping 
one  hand  with  the  other,  and  sud- 
denly we  realized  how  many  times 
we  have  been  a part  of  a crowd  of 
two  or  three  or  thirty  thousand 
people.  Never,  as  far  back  as  we  can 
remember,  have  we  seen  that  many 
people  gather  in  one  place  unless 
there  was  something  there  to  see  or 
hear  or  eat.  "Why,"  we  said  quietly 
to  the  lad  in  front  of  us  who  was 
working  differential  equations,  "don't 
a lot  of  people  get  together  like  this 
sometime  and  just  think?"  It  was  just 
an  idea  we  had,  and  it  passed 
quickly;  but  its  possibilities  at  the 
time  seemed  limitless. 

SPARTAN  . . . 

And  before  we  forget  about  the 
recital,  there  is  one  other  fellow 
we  want  to  think  about  again.  He 
had  started  to  leave,  and  he  was  right 
in  front  of  us  when  Mr.  Martini  an- 
nounced his  last  encore.  "Wait  a 
minute,”  he  said  to  the  corporal  on 
his  right,  "I  gotta  hear  all  of  this  so 
I can  go  home  and  say,  'Well,  I 
stayed  through  the  whole  damn  con- 
cert'." For  some  foolish  reason  it 
reminded  us  of  the  time  we  visited 
Ripley's  Odditorium  at  the  World's 


Fair,  and  saw  1 man  play  2 pianos  at 
the  same  time — with  mittens  on. 

DETACHMENT  . . . 

For  a long  time  we  have  wanted  to 
say  something  about  a man  we  saw 
at  a sporting  event  last  fall,  but  we 
haven't  been  able  to  decide  what  it 
was  that  attracted  us  to  him.  We 
have  finally  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  it  was  his  divine  detachment.  It 
happened  like  this:  the  last  match  had 
been  close,  and  silence,  to  put  it 
poetically,  reigned,  while  the  decision 
lay  in  the  balance.  Suddenly  our 
friend  spotted  his  friend,  and,  stand- 
ing up  in  his  seat,  yelled  across  four- 
teen rows  of  paying  customers,  "Hey, 
Joe,  where  the  hell  you  been  at?” 
Calmly  he  turned  and  walked  up  the 
steps,  happily  detached  from  the 
hundreds  who  stared.  Once  there  he 
sat  down  and,  we  suppose,  helped 
his  friend  pick  a good  one  for  the 
fifth.  We  hope  he  won. 

PROLIFIC  . . . 

We  fervently  hope  that  this  little 
story  isn't  going  to  give  someone  un- 
wholesome ideas,  but  it  is  true  and  it 
is  incredible,  which  ought  to  be 
enough  for  any  story.  A friend  of 
ours  goes  to  G.  W.  U.  and  takes  work 
under  one  professor  whom  we  are 
very  glad  is  at  G.  W.  U.  For  one 
year  the  scholarly  gentleman  handed 
out  the  questions  for  his  final  ex- 
amination in  the  middle  of  the 


semester.  "Go  home,"  he  said,  "use 
any  material  you  want  to,  and  bring 
me  the  answers  to  these  questions 
on  the  day  the  final  is  scheduled. 
One  student  did  indeed  go  home, 
and  when  that  day  did  arrive,  he  re- 
turned with  a six-hundred  (600)  page 
typed  paper. 

REALIST  . . . 

We  came  into  the  office  one  after- 
noon right  after  we  had  finished  a 
particularly  reprehensible  final  exam 
and  this  is  what  we  found  sitting  in 
the  typewriter: 

Please,  God,  when  I die, 

Take  and  throw  me  hard 
Out  into  the  sky. 

I'd  like  to  swim  out  there 
And  maybe  catch  a star — 

I wouldn't  keep  it, 

Honest,  I wouldn't — 

I'd  just  like  to  hold  it  awhile. 

I'll  bet  they're  not  hard 
And  hot  like  people  say. 

I'll  bet  they're  fuzzy  and  just 
Kinda  warm. 

Now  we  don't  know  exactly  what 
poetry  is,  so,  after  reading  this 
particular  offering  we  muttered  a 
despairing,  "Gawd!"  and  left.  Some- 
one, however,  with  a better  under- 
standing and  more  noble  sense  of 
humor  found  "Please,  God,  when  I 
die,"  and  the  next  day  when  we  came 
back  the  paper  was  still  there;  but 
below  "Please,  etc."  was  written  the 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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"Have  you  seen  my  wife?' 


FLUNK  BUNK 


Somewhere  between  there  and 
Eastern  Shore  the  day  after. 
Prof.  X.  M.  Kwizz, 

A.  & S.  Building, 

Maryland,  Univ. 

Dear  Prof., 

If  this  writing  appears  a bit  shaky, 
blame  it  on  this  bus,  not  on  my  nico- 
tine habit.  Yes,  I said  bus.  I am  on 
my  way  back  to  the  Eastern  Shore — • 
to  that  soda-jerker's  lob  I should  have 
taken  in  the  first  place.  You  see,  I 
couldn't  quite  keep  up  with  the  rest 


of  the  Frosh,  and  so  I decided,  well 
er,  that  is,  Pa  and  I decided,  well  Pa 
and  the  Dean  got  together  and  sent 
and  took  me  home  respectively. 

I am  writing  to  you,  Prof.,  because 
you  asked  me  one  day  why  it  was  I 
never  seemed  to  be  concentrating. 
This  is  to  explain  why. 

Being  as  I know  from  personal  ex- 
perience that  you  are  not  deaf,  I know 
then  that  you,  too,  must  certainly 
have  been  jolted  more  than  once  out 
of  your  train  (pun)  of  thought  by  that 


darn  train  whistle  that  whoots  around 
3:45.  That  thing  always  stops  me 
dead  in  my  tracks.  You  see,  Prof., 
I've  got  a girl  in  Phily,  and  I always 
start  thinking,  "Gosh,  I'll  bet  that  old 
train  goes  within  about  a mile  of 
Tooty's  house."  I call  her  Tooty. 
For  all  I cared  after  that,  the  class 
might  just  as  well  have  held  in 
Kalamazoo. 

Every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  dur- 
ing that  Math  class,  at  just  about  29X2 
minutes  after,  there  was  a taptaptap- 
tap  up  the  hall — that  teacher  with  the 
plenty  neat  ankles  just  making  her 
class — you  must  know  who  I mean, 
Prof.  Well,  it  sort  of  upset  me.  I 
would  wait  from  the  time  the  bell 
rang  until  I heard  that  little  taptap — 
sort  of  a game,  you  know.  Then  after- 
wards I would  try  to  catch  up  with 
the  class,  but  I could  never  find  the 
place  by  that  time,  so  I was  stuck 
there.  Gosh,  that  shure  wasn't  my 
fault! 

And  then  there  was  that  sinking 
feeling  I'd  get  every  time  I heard  that 
chug  chug  brrrrrup  meaning  "Mike's 
loose  again."  I was  apt  to  be  parked 
anywhere  from  in  the  shade  of  the 
flagpole  to  the  recreation  room  in 
Dormitory  "B".  Of  course,  that  was 
when  I had  the  car  at  school.  Just  try 
studying  once  with  a real  worry  like 
that  on  your  mind! 

Golly  if  a fellow  wanted  peace 
and  quiet,  though,  he  just  couldn't 
find  it — not  even  in  the  library.  People 
are  talking  and  giggling  all  the  time, 
and  then  a man  comes  running 
around  snapping  his  fingers  and 
pointing  at  everybody.  That  was  all 
the  noise  he  ever  made,  though.  Just 
snap,  snap.  Man,  he  could  bounce 
along  those  aisles  about  as  silently 
as  a deaf  and  dumb  amoeba. 

So  you  see,  Prof.,  it  wasn't  because 
I was  dumb;  it  was  just  that  I could 
never  get  started.  Now  if  things  ever 
get  too  noisy  in  the  drug  store,  all  I 
have  to  do  is  climb  under  the  fountain 
with  the  roaches  and  go  to  sleep. 

Yours  for  dandier  sundaes, 

Joe  C. 

— M.  Zurhorst. 
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The  Influence  of  A College  Education 

(A  Freshman  Coed  Writes  A Letter.) 

Dear  Chum. 

Since  this  year  English  514  y and  French  and  Latin 
grammar  I am  taking,  you  soon  will  notice-  probably 
this  letter  a great  improvement  over  my  style  usual  will 
show.  The  Grammatical  instructor  most  tall  and  hand- 
some is  with  golden  hair  that  curls  like  Paddy's  which 
you  remember  was  our  next  door  neighbor's  pet  lamb 
two  years  ago,  wonderful  brown  eyes  which  when  he 
turns  on  me  and  asks  a question  I immediately  forget 
what  day  it  is  and  wish  an  artist  to  be,  and  his  face 
has  that  rugged  weatherbeaten  look  which  causes  flies 
to  light  on  it  mistaking  it  part  of  the  earth's  surface  to  be. 
In  this  grammar  class  about  which  I told  you  above  I 
now  am,  and  the  instructor— so  handsome! — is  the  rules 
of  punctuation  explaining  which  is  that  when  you  have 
nothing  to  say  you  divide  the  statements  by  commas, 
and  when  some  one  else  has  something  to  say  their 
words  in  quotation  marks  are  enclosed,  and  all  the 
unnecessary  remarks,  words,  statements,  and  informa- 
tion is  in  parentheses  set  apart,  and  when  you  com- 
pletely have  finished  you  put  at  the  end  of  it  all  a period. 

This  college  life  I am  not  ready  to  give  an  opinion  of 
yet  since  being  a freshman  I do  not  think  that  I have 
for  an  impartial  viewpoint  a very  good  location,  as  the 
rules  being  new  so  senseless  seem.  Especially  the  ones 
about  quiet  hours  in  the  dorm,  girls  to  smoke  outdoors 
not  allowed,  and  the  impossibility  of  being  allowed  to 
stay  out  at  night  until  you  something  accomplish  be- 
cause if  you  so  do  you  will  the  Women's  League  hear 
from. 

Yesterday  I a dean's  slip  got  which  is  a notice  that 
you  receive  when  you  were  going  for  a quiz  to  study 
when  the  wonderful  boy  that  you  on  a blind  date  met 
last  Saturday  night  called  up  and  asked  you  to  a fratern- 
ity dance  to  go,  and  the  prof,  no  human  emotions  or 
feelings  having  refused  to  give  you  credit  for  good 
intentions  and  all  the  great  many  things  you  knew  and 
he  didn't  ask.  If  in  the  next  four  weeks  I the  prof,  dean 
and  advisor  cannot  get  to  see  my  viewpoint,  my  parents 
notified  will  be  and  I will  have  to  them  ask  for  more 
money  to  buy  the  text  book  with  as  I for  a new  evening 
dress  formal  spent  what  they  in  September  gave  me. 

Since  the  bell  now  ringing  is  I must  this  letter  end, 
but  I will  another  write  soon. 

Katy  Kollege  Frosh. 


Engraving  by  Standard  Engravers,  Washington,  D.  C. 


— M.  B.  H. 
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EXTRA  CURRICULAR 
SERVICES  No.  420716.6 


In  order  to  help  our  readers  save  time,  we  are  printing 
a sample  card  (these  may  be  ordered  by  the  box 
at  the  Book  Store)  which  every  popular 
student  has  need  of. 


<JYCr. 


regrets  exceedingly 
and  humbly  begs  your  pardon  for  the 


□ Dance  □ Tea  □ Dinner  Q Party 

last evening 


and  humbly  begs  your  pardon  for  the 
Breach  of  Etiquette 
checked  below 

□ 

□ 

□ 

□ 

□ 
n 
□ 

□ 
n 
n 


Striking  hostess  with  a bottle. 
Swinging  on  the  chandeliers. 
Excessive  screaming. 

Extreme  inebriation. 

Falling  asleep. 

Insulting  guests. 

Indiscreet  petting. 

Playing  G-Man  in  the  ballroom. 
Spilling  coffee  in  the  hostess'  lap. 
Eating  with  the  wrong  utensil. 


□ Making  too  much  noise,  with  the  soup. 

□ Frequent  absence  from  party. 

□ Protracted  absence  from  party. 

□ Throwing  food. 

□ Throwing  glasses. 

□ Partial  loss  of  equilibrium. 

□ Complete  loss  of  equilibrium. 

j J Excessive  destruction  of  furniture. 

FT  Sliding  down  bannisters. 

[ J Nausea. 


ORDER  NOW  AND  AVOID  EMBARRASSMENT 
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POOR  HANS 

By  Philip  Tiger 


I HAVE  been  thinking  a long  time,  and  I have  decided 
that  I will  have  to  kill  Hans.  Hans  is  a bricklayer,  or 
he  was,  and  ever  since  he  received  his  "message"  as 
he  puts  it,  he  has  been  so  unhappy  and  he  has  made 
so  many  others  unhappy,  that  I have  finally  decided 
that  he  must  die.  I don't  quite  know  why  I should 
decide  a thing  like  this;  perhaps  I have  received  a 
"message"  too. 

There  is  nothing  really  the  matter  with  Hans.  When 
he  was  content  to  be  a bricklayer  he  was  perfectly 
happy,  and  he  had  it  in  him 
to  make  others  happy.  He 
was  a good  bricklayer,  and 
he  made  pretty  good  wages; 
enough,  at  least,  to  live  com- 
fortably on,  which  was  a 
great  deal  in  those  days. 

I was  Hans'  friend.  I was 
his  boss  on  most  of  the  jobs 
we  had,  because  I was  a 
building  foreman.  But  we 
were  good  friends.  Many 
days  after  work  was  over  we 
would  go  to  a little  place 
close  to  where  I live  and  sit 
and  drink  beer  and  talk  together.  We  talked  about 
many  things,  old  times  under  the  Kaiser,  the  new 
government,  how  nice  it  would  be  to  have  a family 
and  settle  down  if  times  ever  got  better,  or  what  we 
would  do  if  we  had  a million  marks.  I remember  how 
Hans  used  to  say,  "I'm  glad  I don't  have  so  much 
money.  It  would  just  make  one  unhappy;  it  would  be 
a great  burden.  One  would  always  be  in  danger,  or 
one  would  be  afraid  of  losing  the  money,  or  perhaps 
one  would  just  feel  ashamed  to  have  so  much  when 
so  many  have  nothing  at  all.  No,  Josef,  if  ever  I have 
a million  marks  I shall  give  it  all  to  you,  you  who  are 
so  eager  to  get  ahead,  and  to  have  power.  I shall 
always  be  content  to  be  a good  bricklayer,  and  when 
you  have  become  rich  and  powerful,  I shall  just  laugh 
and  go  find  somebody  else  to  drink  beer  with  me." 
Then  Hans  would  look  very  wise  and  bury  his  face  in 
the  huge  mug. 

"You  are  funny,  Hans,"  I would  say.  "Of  course, 
you  would  like  to  have  a million  marks  and  become 
rich  and  powerful.  Everybody  would  like  that.  Just 
think,  you  would  not  have  to  take  orders  from  anyone, 
and  you  could  do  just  as  you  pleased  all  day  long. 


You  would  never  have  to  work,  only  when  you  felt 
like  it."  But  Hans  would  just  laugh  and  blow  craters 
in  the  foam  on  his  beer. 

It  wasn't  long  after  the  time  when  we  used  to  have 
such  talks  that  I married  Ellen.  Ellen  was  beautiful 
and  delicate,  and  she  loved  both  Hans  and  me;  but 
she  loved  me  differently,  so  she  married  me,  and  Hans 
was  best  man.  Of  course,  after  Ellen  and  I were  mar- 
ried, Hans  had  to  find  a place  of  his  own  to  live,  and 
we  weren't  together  so  much  in  the  evening.  Pretty 

soon  he  began  to  find  new 
friends,  and  I didn't  see  so 
much  of  him  as  I had  before, 
although  we  still  worked  on 
the  same  jobs  sometimes. 

One  day  after  work  I asked 
Hans  to  come  home  and  have 
beer  with  me  just  like  we 
used  to,  but  he  said  that  he 
was  going  to  a meeting  of  a 
new  club  he  had  joined,  and 
he  invited  me  to  go  there 
instead.  So  I went  to  the 
meeting  with  Hans.  He  was 
chairman  and  he  made  a 
speech.  He  talked  about  a lot  of  things,  about  how  the 
new  government  was  not  doing  the  things  it  should, 
and  the  old  treaty  of  peace  was  cruel  and  unfair  to  our 
country.  I was  surprised  to  hear  how  Hans  talked. 
Sometimes  he  spoke  very  softly,  and  I had  to  strain 
to  hear  what  he  said;  then  he  would  get  excited  and 
talk  very  loudly.  Everyone  liked  the  way  he  talked  and 
they  all  clapped  and  told  him  what  a fine  speech  it  was. 

On  the  way  home  I told  Hans  that  I was  surprised 
that  he  could  talk  so  well,  and  he  said  that  he  was  too, 
but  that  he  enjoyed  it  more  than  anything  he  had  ever 
done.  Then  he  asked  me  if  I wouldn't  like  to  join  the 
club,  but  I said  no,  because  I didn't  like  to  be  away 
from  Ellen  in  the  evening.  Hans  didn't  say  anything 
more  about  it. 

About  a year  after  our  marriage,  Ellen  and  I moved 
to  Hamburg,  because  I had  an  offer  of  a much  better 
job  there.  We  had  almost  forgotten  Hans  when  one 
day  we  saw  in  the  paper  that  he  had  been  put  in  jail 
for  starting  a riot  in  a beer  hall.  "That  will  teach  Hans 
not  to  go  around  making  speeches";  I told  Ellen,  "now 
maybe  he  will  be  content  to  just  be  a good  bricklayer, 
(Continued  on  page  24) 


Birth  of  a Dictator 

He  wandered  along  the  waterline 
Of  tumbling  green;  of  foaming  brine 
And  his  heart  was  a gull  that  rose,  and  swept 
In  a wanton  way  through  a sky  that  slept 
With  a wise,  old  calm,  on  a watchful  earth. 
And  he  meditated  on  death  and  birth 
And  war  and  peace,  and  wealth  and  dearth. 
And,  ready  at  last,  he  left  the  beach; 

Strolled  into  Deutschland,  and  made  a speech  . . . 


Ten 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Oh,  the  grease  is  on  the  axle  and  the  gas  is  in  the  tank, 

And  I envy  you,  oh  motorist,  whose  hand  is  on  the  crank, 

For  you're  free  to  run  from  Selbysville  down  through  the  Eastern  Shore, 
While  I'm  here  in  Alexandria  wiping  windshields  by  the  score. 


Exile  in 


How  I miss  you  in  the  morning  when  the  day  has  just  begun, 

Dear  old  Greyhound  Diner,  luncheon  fifty  cents,  of  Rising  Sun. 

I can  live  on  just  a line  or  two  inside  my  letter  box 
From  that  Esso  Station  at  the  tunnel's  edge  in  Point  of  Rocks. 

How  I'd  love  to  be  a hermit  in  a cot  on  Bloody  Point 
Just  to  thrive  on  native  clams  and  winnings  from  La  Fontaine's  joint. 

When  the  autumn  time  is  nigh  in  Worcester  County  I would  be 
Picking  produce  from  a mighty  limb  in  dear  old  Girdletree. 

I am  coming  Sykes,  Brown,  Union,  Walkers,  Burkitts,  Templesvilles. 

I am  coming,  oh  Damascus,  but  by  way  of  Oakland  Mills. 

Let  me  whoop  it  up  in  Hoopersville  or  Nutwell  by  the  Bay. 

Let  me  chew  my  fill  in  Chewsville  with  a side-dish  in  Halfway. 

What  I'd  give  to  have  a lobster  trap  on  sunny  S.  Marsh  I. 

In  a fishing  pier  in  Gratitude  I'd  watch  the  tugs  go  by. 

I could  thumb  through  Rockawalking  from  Vienna_  to  Berlin. 

I could  eat  oatmeal  in  Scotland  with  the  river  crowd  from  Wynne. 

Sassafras  upon  the  Sassafras  holds  special  charms  for  me, 

Likewise  Fluff  upon  the  Choptank,  likewise  Bedsworth  by  the  sea. 

Here  are  things  that  I've  been  thinking  of  and  really  want  to  know. 

What  they  say  of  Mattawoman  and  Dames  Quarters,  is  it  so? 

How  do  whales  get  ten  miles  inland  to  their  set  in  Whaleysville? 

Can  there  really  be  a Love  Point  between  Frostburg  and  Snow  Hill? 

Why  should  Hollywood  and  California  be  six  miles  apart? 

Would  dictatorship  in  Mutual  upset  the  applecart? 

Don't  they  ever  tell  in  Daisy?  Is  the  right  name  really  Kump? 

Are  there  organs  in  Pomonkey,  and  is  Twiggtown  one  big  stump? 

Do  the  ladies  up  in  Frederick  all  sell  candy  and  serve  tea, 

Quoting  Whittier  and  flagging  troops  beside  Monocacy? 

Are  the  beaches  swiped  in  Sandy  Hook?  Do  misers  live  in  Thrift? 
And  is  life  a song  in  Harmony  Grove?  Is  Rush  unduly  swift? 


Oh  Maryland,  oh  Free  State,  oh  Budweiser  on  tap, 

I have  toured  your  highways  endlessly,  but  always  on  a map. 

So  whip  out  of  here,  damn  motorist,  and  let  me  have  some  peace; 
For  the  ethyl's  in  the  gastank,  and  the  axle's  full  of  grease. 


Alexandria 


— T.  St.  C. 
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FRENCH  CLUB  MEETS  FRIDAY 


Speaker  Speaks 
Rumor  Leaks 


In  one  great  mass  meeting  of 
the  fencing  team,  Deft  Fingers 
Club,  Five  Year  Men,  Inc.,  and 
Local  No.  9 of  the  Carpenters’ 
and  Joiners’  Union,  Frau  Bill  0. 
E.  Fome  said  quote  Our  country 
greets  your  country.  We  have  a 
special  significance  under  the 
present  monetary  system  which 
cannot  be  denied  or  affirmed  in 
general.  I feel  a draught  un- 
quote. 

Frau  Fome  arrived  at  three 
o’clock  to  bring  her  message  from 
the  country  with 
which  we  have  ^vjjjfjgL 
a special  signifi-  (~ 
cance  wearing  \_ 

blue  just  blue. 

My  country 
she  continued 
wants  your  sup- 
port  in  its  in- 
auguration  of 
the  new  cam- 
paign at  hand.  She  went  on  to 
explain  about  the  new  campaign 
and  its  being  at  the  present  time 
at  hand.  There  were  a few  other 
things  she  said  about  her  country 
declaring  war  on  us  and  the  first 
boat  arriving  full  of  soldiers  on 
Tuesday  at  Pier  8.  The  audience 
was  eating  tea  then. 

Frau  Fome  started  her  very 
interesting  career  in  the  SAE 
House  at  Cornell  and  has  been 
killing  time  ever  since.  There 
was  charlotte  russe  with  the  tea. 

When  offered  a cup  of  tea  (see 
cut)  Frau  Fome  was  heard  to 
say  quote  tea  hell  I thought  It 
was  beer  unquote. 


“LITTLE  PAL” 
SNAPPERS 

George  Eierman, 
Campus  Representative 


Pictured  above  is  the  architect’s 
drawing  of  the  new  four-billion- 
dollar  Advanced  Corrosives  build- 
ing, which  is  being  erected  for  the 
express  purpose  of  studying  with 
an  eye  to  actually  measuring  the 
effect  of  corrosives  on  non-metal 
discs. 

This  building  is  being  erected 
as  a part  of  the  University’s 
$42,000,000,000.98  building  pro- 
gram, from  funds  which  will  be 
raised,  of  course,  by  levying  a 
couple  of  extra  student  fees  and 
increasing  the  breakage  fee  in 
Chem  ly.  When  asked  how  long 
he  thought  it  would  take  to  pay 
off  the  expenses  of  the  building 
program,  Dean  Geary  Eppley  in 
an  exclusive  interview  to  The 
Diamondback  said,  “Oh,  I dunno. 
Two  years,  maybe.  Thfee  at  the 
outside.”  Ass’t  Dean  of  Men  R. 
I.  Williams  corroborated  this 
statement.  “That’s  right,  Swede,” 
he  said. 

If  The  Diamondback  has  any- 
thing to  say  about  it,  which  it  un- 
doubtedly will,  the  new  building 
will  be  called  Car  Borundel  Hall. 
In  fact  The  Diamondback  has  half 
a mind  to  start  calling  it  Car 
Borundel  Hall  right  away. 

When  asked  why  he  wanted  to 
call  the  new  Advanced  Corrosives 
building  Car  Borundel  Hall, 
Larry  Hoover,  Editor  of  The 
Diamondback  said,  “Because  Miss 
Borundel  had  such  a corroded 
sense  of  morals,  of  course.  Be- 
sides it’s  just  chock  full  of  liquids 
and  sibilants.”  Then  he  mur- 
murmed  it  several  times  to  him- 
self. 


DBK  SCOOPS 
AGAIN 

Ingraham  Gets  Shot 

Once  more 
The  Diamond- 
back  scoops  the 
world  with  an 
exclusive.  Pic- 
tured alongside 
is  an  actual  ex- 
clusive photo- 
graph of  what 
the  legislature 
last  month  gave 
the  University 
instead  of  $300,- 
000.  It  was  only  by  dint  of  great 
perseverance  and  at  the  risk  of  a 
brand  new  f.4  lens  that  Bill  In- 
graham was  able  to  catch  this 
shot. 

The  picture  was  taken  from  the 
Senate  gallery  immediately  after 
the  reading  of  the  budget  which 
was  submitted  by  the  University, 
just  as  Senator  Slashem  from 
Bladensbui’g  - on  - the  - Wye  arose 
and  moved,  “Okay,  boys,  let  ’em 
have  it!” 


“Saxy” 

“Saxy  Zach”  Taylor  and  his 
Taffy  Pull  Five  have  been  signed 
for  the  Military  Ball  next  Tues- 
day. Coming  direct  from  a thirty- 
day  engagement  in  the  exclusive 
Twelfth  Precinct  Club,  Taylor 
brings  many  new  arrangements 
to  the  campus.  In  addition  to  his 
well  known  theme  song,  “The 
(Cont’d  next  column) 


AT  4:10  IN  THE  OLD  LIBRARY 


See 

GEORGE  EIERMAN, 
Campus  Representative 


(Cont’d  from  previous  column) 

Music  Goes  Down  and  Dies”,  the 
Taffy  Five  will  do  his  interpreta- 
tion of  “The  Magic  Lantern 
Stomp,”  “The  Buggywhip  Tear,” 
“Brownstone  Blues,”  and  that 
grand  new  ballad,  “I  Loved  the 
Rat,  But  He  Got  in  My  Hair.” 

His  unique  style,  known  from 
house  to  house  as  “bend  and 
squeak”  has  been  applied  to  all 
the  numbers. 

As  far  back  as  Taylor  can  re- 
member, he  has  been  a jitterbug. 
Starting  out  with  the  Salon  Two 
in  the  Mills  Lobby,  where  he  was 
discovered  by  Representative 
Martin  Dies,  Zach  swung  out  on 
his  harpsichord  all  the  way  from 
the  Bowery  to  the  Aquarium. 
Says  Mr.  T.:  “There  was  my 
favorite  dish.  Fish!” 

Colonel  Fred  Bishop  has  re- 
quested that  those  couples  attend- 
ing the  ball  check  their  bicycles 
at  the  door.  The  Balloon  Ascen- 
sion will  take  place  at  three  P.  M., 
and  the  Box  Lunch  Auction  at 
six.  In  summing  up,  the  colonel 
said,  “I  love  my  wife,  but  oh  you 
kid.  Twenty-three  skidoo.” 


Opened  by  Mistake 

College  Park,  Md. 
Mr.  Herbert  R.  O’Conor, 

State  House, 

Annapolis,  Md. 

Dear  Herb, 

What!  No  tree  hunert  thous- 
and No  new  fur-lined  swimming 
pool?  No  new  museum?  Come 
on,  old  man,  have  a heart.  Wasn’t 
you  ever  young  oncet? 

Love, 

Testude 
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A PROBLEM 

There  are  in  this  University  a whole  bunch  of  students  who  are 
daydodgers.  Daydodgers  are  very  important  to  the  life  of  the 
University.  This  is  probably  because  there  are  so  many  of  them. 
But  there  is  something  wrong  with  daydodgers.  There  is  something 
wrong  with  people  who  are  not  daydodgers  too,  but  that’s  next 
Week's  editorial. 

Now  take  the  life  of  any  daydodger  during  any  ordinary  day- 
dodger.  He  gets  up  at  seven  o’clock  or  even  six-thirty  to  make  an 
eight-twenty.  This  in  itself  is  horrible  to  contemplate.  Then  he 
goes  to  classes  for  awhile,  eats  his  lunch  out  of  a paper  bag,  goes 
to  more  classes  and  then  goes  home.  But  a person  who  lives  in 
the  Dorms  never  has  to  get  up  until  ten  of  eight.  He  goes  to 
classes  for  awhile,  eats  at  the  dining  hall,  goes  to  more  classes, 
then  goes  to  his  room  and  goes  to  sleep. 

From  this  it  can  be  seen  that  the  daydodger  is  missing  something. 
Everybody  knows  that,  although  nobody  is  quite  sure  what  it  is. 
The  fact  that  he  has  been  missing  something  for  three  years,  that 
he  knows  it  perfectly  well,  and  that  he  doesn’t  give  a damn  makes 
no  difference  at  all.  Something  must  be  done. 

The  Diamondback  feels  that  it  has  the  solution  to  this  problem. 
The  reason  the  daydodgers  go  home  all  the  time,  aside  from  the 
fact  they  live  there,  is  because  it  is  no  fun  to  stay  in  the  parking 
lot,  which  is  the  only  place  they  have  to  go  when  they  are  not  in 
class  or  eating  out  of  paper  bags.  Now  if  the  Executive  Council 
would  just  put  in  a parqueted  floor  with  a speedway  around  the 
outside,  the  daydodgers  could  have  lots  of  fun  running  around 
smashing  each  other’s  cars  and  wouldn’t  ever  go  home.  The 
Diamondback  guesses  that  would  fix  things. 

— L.  G.  H. 


This  candid  shot  of  the  girls 
in  the  practice  house  is  the  win- 
ner of  this  week’s  Diamondback 
camera  contest  prize  of  two  brand 
new  shutter  springs. 


H.  Bunker  Hill,  who  has  been 
in  the  service  of  the  University 
longer  than  anyone  can  remember 
has  done  all  kinds  of  wonderful 
things  here,  such  as  dust  behind 
old  statues  and  swat  spiders.  He 
came  here  when  little  more  than 
a youth  on  an  athletic  scholarship, 
and  for  four  years  was  an  out- 
standing member  of  the  Md.  All- 
American  Injun  Shootin’  team, 
setting  up  the  conference  record 
of  30  braves  in  one  game. 

After  graduating,  Mr.  Hill 
stayed  on  as  electrician  and  later 
as  president  and  chairman  of  the 
board  of  regents.  Unfortunately 
he  was  ousted  from  the  latter 
office  for  trying  to  swap  votes 
with  the  Phi  Delts,  but,  Lord 
knows,  nobody  ever  held  that 
against  him. 

Under  the  new  retirement  plan, 
Mr.  Hill  will  be  given  $10,000 
and  one  wing  of  the  A&S  build- 
ing for  the  rest  of  his  life.  When 
asked  what  he  would  do  with  so 
much  money,  “Get  drunk,”  Mr. 
Hill  snarled,  and  stabbed  The 
Diamondback  reporter  through 
the  heart  with  his  Bowie  Knife. 
Incidentally  anyone  wishing  to 
try  out  for  this  vacancy  on  the 
staff  should  apply  at  Chambers 
in  Hyattsville,  where  the  editor 
will  probably  be  found. 


By  Flimsey  Muslin 

Well  here  it  is  another  month 
and  still  we  can’t  seem  to  keep 
up  with  the  comings  and  goings 
of  our  galavanting  college  lads 
and  lassies.  No  time  was  wasted 
this  last  week-end  and  many 
otherwise  studious  campus  larvae 
blossomed  into  veritable  butter- 
flies for  a few  days  and  did  things 
up  right  in  the  big  cities  and  in 
neighboring  schools. 

Pat  Schutz  went  down  to  the 
Naval  Academy  this  last  Satur- 
day. Guess  you  certainly  showed 
those  middies  a thing  or  two,  eh, 
Pat? 

My  word  but  there  certainly 
was  no  time  wasted.  The  Phi 
Sigs  gave  a radio  dance  for  the 
member  who  was  not  in  the  Grill 
Friday  night.  Couldn’t  have  had 
anything  to  do  with  fish  night, 
now  could  it  have,  J.  K.? 

We  just  can’t  seem  to  keep  up 
with  the  modern  coed  and  her 
smoothy  cute  wardrobe.  Seen  at 
the  dance  a week  ago  were  several 
modern  misses  in  long  evening 
dresses  with  tricky  belts  to  match. 
Vogue  has  nothing  on  us,  eh, 
girls? 

Giving  the  Midshipmen  a treat 
last  Saturday  night  was  Pat 
Schutz.  Certainly  getting  to  be 
a habit  isn’t  it,  Pat? 

Sorority  housemothers  spent 
the  night  last  night  at  their  re- 
spective houses,  as  did  many 
other  popular  people.  Early  to 
bed,  they  say! 

Tea  will  be  served  at  four  ten 
in  the  basement  of  the  new  En- 
gineering Building  wing.  All  who 
are  urged  are  requested  to  at- 
tend. That’s  four  ten  in  the  n. 
E.  B.  w.  Congratulations  are  in 
order  for  the  sponsors  of  this 
worthy  cause.  Maybe  now  we  can 
have  some  real  gentlemanliness 
in  the  Senior  Class. 

Last  week-end  many  of  the 
prizes  of  the  Maryland  fairer  sex 
invaded  the  Naval  Academy.  Be- 
side Elaine  McClayton,  Pat 
Schutz  was  on  hand,  wearing,  we 
hear  from  reliable  authority,  one 
of  those  new  knitted  stocking  caps 
that  so  many  of  the  Wellesley 
girls  are  sporting  at  Yale  Proms. 
Can’t  keep  up  with  you  any  more, 
can  we  Pat? 

(Cont’d  on  page  3) 


THE  DIAMONDBACK 


TERP  TALKS 


By  Johnny  The  Freud 

Well,  now  that  football  season 
is  over,  I guess  that  it’s  time  to 
start  talking  about  our  prospects 
for  baseball.  It  looks  like  every- 
thing is  going  to  be  pretty  rosy 
this  year,  what  with  Guckeyson 
and  Berger  both  back  in  the 
line-up  and  Vaiden  probably  do- 
ing most  of  the  pitching. 

As  far  as  our  chances  for  a 
title  go,  things  don’t  look  too 
good.  Phoenix  Polytechnic  should 
be  easy  pickings  for  the  boys; 
Nova  Scotia  Normal  is  likely  to 
give  a little  trouble.  Of  course, 
as  long  as  we  have  two  good  half- 
backs like  Broughton  and  Stamp, 
we  should  be  able  to  make  a few 
baskets,  but  the  odds  have  to  be 
against  somebody,  so  why  not  us? 
Is  what  I always  say. 

* * * 


I am  very  much  in  favor  of  the 
new  boxing  rules,  although  I have 
not  had  a chance  to  see  them,  as 
no  one  contacts  the  sports  de- 
partment any  more.  I have 
always  felt  about  boxing,  as  in- 
deed I feel  about  everything,  that 
there  are  some  changes  that  I 
should  undertake  to  bring  about, 
so  I am  very  happy  that  things 
are  no  longer  the  same,  one  of  the 
things  that  makes  writing  about 
sports  so  interesting. 

* * * 


I think  track  will  be  coming  up 
pretty  soon,  but  as  Mr.  Williams 
has  not  contacted  me  about  this 
yet,  I cannot  be  quite  sure.  Mr. 
Williams,  as  you  know,  will  coach 
this  interesting  sport  this  year. 

* * * 


I was  very  sorry  not  to  have 
been  able  to  report  the  dual 
basketball  (or  was  it  tennis?)  and 
boxing  matches  the  other  night, 
but  I was  detained  in  Baltimore 
on  some  very  important  business 
which  I am  not  at  liberty  to  dis- 
close; however,  I will  try  to  get 
to  the  matches  next  week  (or  the 
following  week)  if  any  of  our 
teams  play  on  those  dates. 


SLIPPER 

SUPPER 

The  annual  awarding  of  the 
“Lead  Slippers”  to  the  1938  track 
stars  will  take  place  tonight  in 
the  infirmary,  providing  the  two 
missing  members  of  the  cross 
country  team  finish  before  seven 
p.  m. 

“Lead  Slippers”  men  must  meet 
the  requirements 
of  getting  two 
unfair  Southern 
Conference  de- 
cisions, waiting 
four  semesters  in  the  dining  hall, 
and  coming  from  Bel  Air.  Who 
the  lucky  winners  of  the  Slippers 
are  will  not  be  disclosed  until 
seven  p.  m.,  when  Swede  Eppley 
hopes  to  have  all  the  team  to- 
gether once  more. 

It  is  rumored  in  the  Dean  of 
Men’s  office  that  there  will  be 
only  two  “Lead  Slippers”  awards 
given  out.  The  coach  has  decided 
to  wait  until  the  two  missing 
members  return  to  award  the 
“Slippers.” 


SOCIETY 


(Cont’d  from  page  2) 

George  Fogg  has  been  seen 
lately  frequenting  the  library 
stacks  at  all  hours  of  the  morning 
and  afternoon.  What’s  the  in- 
ducement, George?  Cat  got  your 
tongue? 

Now  let’s  all  go  down  to  the 
Armory  this  Tuesday  blow  and 
swing  out  at  the  Military  Ball  in 
fine  style.  It  seems  to  me  that  the 
stags  would  at  least  have  the 
decency  to  wear  both  tie  and 
collar  at  these  formal  affairs. 
Maybe  then  at  last  we  can  deserve 
the  title  of  institute  of  learning 
along  with  some  others  we  have 
heard  rumored  about.  We  cer- 
tainly hope  so. 


ATHLETES  TRAIN 


Phil  McSch- 
niff,  outstand- 
ing University 
athlete,  was 
snapped  in 
this  intimate 
pose  by  The 
Diamondback 
photographer  as  he  underwent 
rigorous  training  procedure  in 
preparation  for  the  approaching 
chess  matches  with  Buenos  Aires 
Teachers. 

“I  find  that  thish  shtuff  puts 
me  in  fine  shape,  and  alsho 
helpsh  me  to  conshen — , conshh, 
to  think,”  stated  McSchniff,  who 
holds  the  conference  title  by 
virtue  of  having  once  mated  in 
seven  moves  with  King’s  rook. 

“Tha’sh  nuttin’,”  stated  Mc- 
Schniff, speaking  of  his  confer- 
ence title.  “You  oughta  shee  what 
I can  do  with  a good  Queen,  in 
onney  a coupla  movesh.” 


tf&Lr  we'oe.  aot  a 
match,  bud!  - - 

LORELEI 
MARRIAGE 

BUREAU 

, »-  -• 

OUR  MOTTO  . . . 

Ich  weis  nicht  was  soli  es  bedeuten 


See  George  Eierman, 
Campus  Representative 
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Fire 

(Continued  from  Page  1) 

left  only  the  foundation  of  the 
building  in  a smouldering  heap. 
It  is  expected  that  this  accident 
will  cost  the  University  many 
thousands  of  dollars  that  would 
have  been  spent  on  a swimming 
pool  and  riding  stable  combina- 
tion that  was  to  have  been  a sur- 
prise for  the  students. 

Shaking  his  head  sadly  as  he 
walked  away  from  the  ruins,  O. 
Mudd,  superintendent  of  grounds, 
said,  “The  building  can  be  re- 
placed, but  the  other  losses — 
never.” 


(Cont’d  from  page  1) 
after  the  bloody  knife  was  found 
at  the  entrance  to  Morrill  Hall, 
not  ten  feet  from  the  body. 
Of  course,  the  police  were  sum- 
moned as  soon  as  the  body  was 
discovered,  but  they  said  they 
didn’t  do  it,  so  there. 

The  Diamondback  feels  that 
someone  should  do  something 
about  this  series  of  wanton  slay- 
ings, probably  the  Executive 
Council.  Therefore  The  Diamond- 
back  demands  an  immediate  in- 
vestigation of  all  Sophomore  class 
officers,  and  all  members  of  Scab- 
bard and  Blade,  which  sounds 
like  a radical  organization  any- 
way. 

Remember,  fellas,  we  gotta  get 
to  the  bottom  of  this  thing. 


TRY  LITTLE 
MUNCHO 
CHOPPERS 

THESE  ARE  REALLY  “SNAPPY”  TEETH 
See  GEORGE  EIERMAN, 

Campus  Representative 
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COLESIUM  MISSING 


A state-wide  search  was  started  last  night  when  it  was  discovered 
that  the  Colesium  Building,  along  with  some  forty  odd  athletes  had 
mysteriously  disappeared  just  before  a basketball  game  was  to 
be  played. 


MEETING 

There  will  be  many,  many, 
many  meetings  at  4:10  today  in 
the  Old  Library. 

MEETING 

There  will  be  many,  many, 
many  meetings  at  4J.0  today  in 
the  Old  Library. 

MEETING 

There  will  be  many,  many, 
many  meetings  at  4:10  today  in 
the  Old  Library. 

MEETING 

There  will  be  many,  many, 
many  meetings  at  4:10  jioday  in 
the  Old  Library. . 

MEETING 

There  will  be  many,  many, 
many  meetings  at  4:10  today  in 
the  Old  Library. 


The  loss  was  not  discovered 

until  some  three  or  four  hundred 
people  had  seated 
Then  someone  re- 
marked, “Hey,  it’s 
cold  as  hell  in  here.” 

“That’s  because  you 
ain’t  in,”  boomed  a 
mysterious  voice. 

From  then  on,  of 

course,  it  could  not  be  kept  a 

secret. 

Only  clue  to  the  disappearance 
was  the  presence  of  several  large 
steam  shovels,  and  a couple  of 
derricks.  Police,  however,  were 
inclined  to  discount  the  impor- 

tance of  these  machines,  as  they 
said  they  felt  sure  they  had  been 
planted  to  obscure  more  signifi- 
cant evidence. 


themselves. 


“Suspect” 


Jones’  Stutter-buttons 

are  guaranteed  even  against 

■»  •'  # 

Dining  Hall  Food 

See 

GEORGE  EIERMAN, 
Campus  Representative 
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POWER 

By  Herbert  S.  Roesler 

If  I could  strike  the  Sphinx  upon  its  rugged  jaw 
And  shatter  there  a boulder  built  by  nature's  law, 

Or  I could  hold  the  mighty  strength  within  my  grasp 
That  is  the  thunderbolt's  and  hush  the  bursting  gasp, 
Of  the  rush  of  air  from  nature's  clasp; 

And  if  the  sea  would  toss  upon  its  bleached  sand 
To  thus  obey  the  booming  sound  of  my  command!  — 

I would  not  boast  of  mightiness  of  strength  nor  fame 
Because  I know  from  whence  the  source  of  Power  doth 
flame, 

From  the  Life  behind  a mighty  name. 

This  Power  is  not  enclosed  within  the  greedy  hand; 

It  rises  in  the  heart  like  dawn  o'er  peaceful  land  — 
Inevitable,  mighty,  and  deliberate. 

It  can  be  had  by  man  who  loves  it's  mighty  state, 
Fears  no  destiny,  or  future  fate. 


THE  LADY  OF  THE  LAND 

By  Joe  Peaslee 

The  naked  lands  with  forests  raped  and  scarred,  and 
furrowed  breasts  of  earth  that  testify 

To  man's  wealth-lust  that  ravished  virgin  soil,  and  left 
the  land  without  goodbye. 

The  craggy  pines  that  cluster  black  and  bare  to  mourn 
in  whispers  of  the  carnal  crime 

Of  man  with  gun  and  axe  or  plow  that  took  the  best  and 
willed  the  rest  to  time. 

The  somber  hills  no  longer  know  the  autumn's  dress 
of  varied  hues,  but  show  the  strain 

Of  life  by  wan  sterility,  for  youth  is  gone  and  cannot 
be  again. 

And  man  has  sought  the  younger  lands  with  fairer 
curves,  has  wooed  the  fields  where  dreams  take 
root, 

Then  grow  to  blossom  joy  a while,  but  always  end 
with  bitter,  rancid  fruit. 


SLUG'S  SMITHY 
SHO  p 

ARMOR  REPAIRED 
WHILE  U WAIT 


"Hey,  Slug,  I gotta  rush  job  for  you!" 
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FRED  BISHOP 
Col.  of  the  Regiment 
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! Military  £Ball 


FEATURING 
THE  MUSIC  OF 

dave  McWilliams 


FEBRUARY  21,  1939 

FROM  10 'TIL  2 O'CLOCK 

IN  THE 


AND  HIS  ORCHESTRA 


GYM  - ARMORY 


A HAPPY  COMBINATION  OF  THE  WORLD'S  BEST  TOBACCOS 


Copyright  1939,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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HERE’S  WHY 
MARIA  WAS  MAD 
AT  HIS  BRIAR! 


HAVE  A HEART  on  your  husband, 
ma'am  — don  t bawl  him  out  for 
smoking.  After  all,  it  isn  this  pipe 
that  smells  bail,  it  s that  hol-and- 
lieavy  tobacco  he  always  buys. 


NO  MORE  FIGHTS.  Some  friend 
switched  him  to  Sir  \\  alter — two 
ounces  of  cool-smokin’  hurley — 
so  mild  it  never  bites  the  tongue 
— and  a wife  winner  for  aroma! 


IT  SMOKES  AS  SWEET  AS  IT  SMELLS 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a recent 
survey  by  Self-TIcl  p Bureaus  of  25representati  ve 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
firstor  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 


BASKET  BALL 

Many  noted  sportsmen  believe  that 
the  game  of  basketball  was  sug- 
gested by  the  guillotined  heads  drop- 
ping into  a basket  during  the  French 
Revolution.  It's  a bloody  thought, 
but  not  true.  A careful  study  shows 
that  the  game  originated  with  the 
ancient  Greeks.  One  day  a Grecian 
princess  who  always  used  to  hum  a 
native  tune,  "A  tisket,  a tasket,"  lost 
her  yellow  basket  and  began  to  bawl. 
In  trying  to  explain  what  had  hap- 
pened, she  couldn't  stop  crying,  so 
all  the  king  could  hear  her  say  is 
"Basket"  and  then  she'd  bawl.  Bas- 
ket— bawl;  Basket — ball;  and  com- 
mon usage  gave  us  basketball.  (This 
is  what  is  known  as  a handsome 
hobo  explanation- -pretty  bum.) 

Basketball  was  introduced  into  the 
curriculum  of  all  the  better  schools 
who  could  afford  to  buy  more  than 
one  team,  at  the  request  of  Big  Busi- 
ness. Efficiency  demanded  an  accu- 
rate aim  in  disposing  of  all  advertis- 
ing mail  coming  into  the  office.  It 
is  only  because  of  basketball  that 
college  men  are  valuable  around  an 
office  where  something  has  to  be 
thrown  out. 

Basketball  is  played  between  ten 
men  and  two  baskets.  The  basket 
hangs  on  the  wall  and  the  men  lie 
on  the  floor.  The  object  of  the  game 
is  to  throw  the  ball  through  the  bas- 
ket, but  from  the  results,  it's  obvious 
that  the  players  have  more  fun  toss- 
ing it  into  the  laps  of  the  spectators 
who  line  the  sides  of  the  court.  A 
basketball  field  is  called  a court.  It's 
called  a court  because  there's  trouble 
waiting  you  if  you  ever  put  your 
foot  in  one. 


The  Gal:  Why  not  come  up  to  my 
apartment  and  have  a bite  before 
you  go  home. 

The  Guy:  Naw,  you  can  bite  me 
here  in  the  hall. 


Hardy  sez: 


"Why'n  hell 
doncha  enter 

The  Old  Line 
Contest?” 


TUNE  IN  Tommy  Dorsey  and  his.  orchestra.  Fiery 
Wednesday,  coast-to-coast,  NBC  Red  Network . 
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ON  THE  BALL 


“ HECK  your  guns  and  spurs 
y y here!  No  heavy  equipment  or 
dangerous  weapons  allowed  inside. 
No,  buddy,  I don't  mean  your  date. 
(Lord  knows  that  babe  is  as  harmless 
as  a bouncer  at  the  Prom.)  Park  your 
Springfields  here!  Sabres  - - ? Take 
them  with  you  by  all  means.  If 
you've  had  guts  enough  to  take  this 
tripe  for  four  years,  you've  a right 
to  tote  a sword  now.  Besides  we've 
got  to  get  some  glamour  somewhere. 
A little  more  competition  from  West 
Point  and  Annapolis  and  we'll  have 
to  abandon  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  That's  a 
rather  odd  spot  to  develop  mumps 
don't  you  think?  Oh,  you're  just 
carrying  refreshment  for  a period  of 
strenuous  activity  later  — page  51, 
article  7 of  the  Manual.  Well,  if  you 
insist.  (Now  if  I'd  just  read  my 
assignment  I could  call  him  a liar  for 
sure.)  Don't  forget  your  favor,  miss. 
Yes,  they're  on  the  house;  well,  on 
your  date  anyway.  My  lord,  woman, 
I didn  t say  to  dismantle  the  receiving 
line.  Put  those  epaulets  back.  The 
favors  are  in  those  boxes.  Here,  take 
two — anything,  if  you'll  stop  grabbing 
and  scram." 

"Programs,  programs,  who  wants 
to  buy  a program!  Just  25  cents. 
Great  help  in  finding  your  date.  Say, 
bud,  take  your  hands  off  me.  Lay — 
oh,  pardon  me,  Colonel  Scratch.  You 
say  that  these  programs  aren't  to  be 
sold.  No  graft  in  the  Military  Depart- 
ment! That's  a swindle!  I knew  I 
should  have  taken  that  job  on  the 
Diamondback.  Mutter,  mutter, 
mutter — " 

I m sorry,  lady,  no  flowers  worn 
during  this  campaign.  (The  poor 
suckers  get  hooked  for  enough  as  it 
is.)  Oh,  you  say  it's  just  an  embalmed 
relic  of  the  Junior  Prom.  Well,  hand 
it  over  anyway.  I'll  lay  it  out  for  you 
on  the  breastworks  of  the  General's 
lady." 

"Pardon  me,  officer,  but  regulations 
read  formal  dress  for  all  evening 


U.L  f e 

"Shure  somebodysh  home — theresh  a light  on  upstairsh." 


encounters.  I can't  help  it  if  you  do 
wear  your  pajamas  to  class;  you  still 
can't  wear  them  to  the  Ball.  Yeah, 
I'll  mind  your  date  'til  you  come 


back.  So  what  if  your  uniform  is  on 
a sit-down  strike.  Stand  it  up  and 
crawl  into  it!" 


C.  Clugston 


Twenty 
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THERE'S  SHAW  SOMETHING  "ARTIE" 
ABOUT  SWING! 

Jitter,  jitter,  little  bugs! 

Though  the  dance  may  lame  you — 
With  Artie  at  the  clarinet, 

We  jitter  fans  can't  blame  you! 


Cut  Courtesy  Old  Gold. 


Louise  was  lonesome  anil  bored  to  death, 

1 ill  a kind  friend  whispered:  "It  s your  breath!'’ 
The  boys  rushed  in  when  she  took  the  hint. 

And  sweetened  her  breath  with  Pep-O-Mint! 


/ v-bw  Ex* 

A:,-h  m 

MORAL: 


Everybody's  breath  offends  now 
and  then.  Let  refreshing  Life 
Savers  sweeten  your  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The  Winner: 

CHARLES  WIEDINGER 
The  Gag: 

Alone  in  the  moonlight  is  more  fun  if  you  aren't. 
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BALLAD 


You  mustna  go  out  of  your  way,  Bobbie, 
You  mustna  use  up  all  your  gas. 

I can  go  home  on  the  trolley,  Bobbie, 

As  would  any  other  lass. 

You  say  you  have  twenty  minutes,  Bobbie? 
You  have  not  a class  till  then? 

You  say  you  have  plenty  of  time,  Bobbie? 
No  classes  till  twenty  past  ten? 


We  are  nearing  Hyattsville,  Bobbie, 

And  I hate  to  appear  contrary, 

But  I fain  would  go  back  fo  school,  Bobbie 
I forgot  something  at  the  library. 

Be  mindful  of  your  tone,  Bobbie, 

Nor  let  your  ire  turn  to  hate. 

I heard  you  say  it,  Bobbie— 

"My  lass,  you'll  be  dropped  at  the  gate." 


All  right,  I'll  accept  the  ride,  Bobbie, 
As  far  as  you're  going  now. 

All  right,  I'll  go  that  far,  Bobbie, 

And  thanks  for  the  lift,  anyhow. 


Go  on  past  the  library,  Bobbie, 
(You  say  I keep  you  in  the  dark?) 
Turn  left  at  the  corner  here,  Bobbie, 
Pull  up  in  the  lot,  and  park. 


You  can't  take  me  all  the  way  home,  Bobbie? 
You  have  your  roommate's  car? 

He  lends  it  gratuitously,  Bobbie? 

Well,  of  course,  D.  C.  is  rather  far. 


You  couldna  figure  this  out,  Bobbie? 

Just  glance  at  the  Cream  Chrysler  Coupe 
That  '39  model  is  mine,  Bobbie — 

Do  you  feel  like  a nincompoop? 


THE  IDEAL  RADIO  PROGRAM 

Suggested  by  your  neighbor 

This  is  station  S-N-O-O-Z-E  broad- 
casting a program  from  its  studio  in 
Dreamland  located  in  Twenty-Winks, 
Wide  Open  Yawn. 

7:00  P.M. — Meditation  period. 

7:30  P.M. — Debate  between  two 
deaf  and  dumb  societies. 

7:45  P.M. — Silent  prayer. 

8:00  P.M. — Pantomime  drama: 

"The  Hush  of  the  Night." 

8:15  P.M. — Demonstration  of  Max- 
im silencers. 

9:00  P.M. — Granting  of  diplomas  by 
the  Podunk  Correspondence 
School. 

9:30  P.M. — Boy  Soout  giving  wig- 
wag signals. 

10:00  P.M. — Demonstration  of  saying 
it  with  flowers. 

11:00  P.M. — Silent  tribute  to  departed 
listeners. 

12:00  A.M. — This  is  station  S-N-O- 
O-Z-E,  Twenty-Winks,  Wide  Open 
Yawn,  signing  off. 


-J.  V. 


"I  don't  remember." 


DOOMSDAY 


• What  if  you're  too  old  to  fight 
. . .or  if  your  sons  are  too  young  to 
be  drafted  . . .when  the  next  war 
conies? 

That  will  offer  neither  comfort  nor 
security. 

All  of  us  will  he  eligible  for  ruth- 
less slaughter  — babes  in  arms,  and 
their  mothers,  and  their  grandmoth- 
ers. 

Incendiary  bombs  have  been  in- 
vented. bombs  so  small  that  one  plane 
can  carry  2.000  of  them,  bombs  so 
dangerous  that  five  or  ten  will  set  an 
entire  city  on  fire. 


Bombing  planes  with  silent  motors 
can  be  guided  from  afar  by  radio. 
Submarines,  with  planes  aboard,  will 
find  no  ocean  too  wide.  ‘'Non-com- 
batants’’ will  find  distance  no  comfort 
nor  protection.  And  so-called  ''de- 
lenses'’  will  be  pitifull  y futile. 

Yet  the  next  war  will  come,  surely, 
if  we  permit  it  to  come.  That  is  up 
to  us — all  of  us- 

What  to  do  about  it 

Hysterical  protests  won  t avert  an- 
other war-  Civilization  must  build  its 
own  defense  out  of  human  reason  and 


intelligence,  properly  organized  and 
applied. 

Today  with  talk  of  a coming  war 
heard  everywhere,  millions  of  Amer- 
icans must  stand  firm  in  their  deter- 
mination that  the  folly  of  1914-1918 
shall  not  occur  again.  World  Peace- 
ways,  a non-profit  organization  for 
public  enlightenment  on  international 
affairs,  feels  that  intelligent  efforts 
can  and  must  be  made  toward  a se- 
cure peace.  To  this  end  you  can  do 
vour  share  to  buid  up  a strong  public 
opinion  against  war.  White  today  to 
WoBi.n  Peaceways,  103  Park  Avenue, 
New  York  City. 
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(Continued  from  page  5) 

following,  of  which  we  intend  to  say  nothing: 

Lissen,  Stranger,  I can  tell  you  the  real  Truth. 

Cause  I died,  and  know  that 

Stars  are  hot  as  hell,  and 

If  you  ever  catch  one  you'll  see 

What  I mean.  How'd  you  like  to 

Go  into  heaven  full  of 

Star  Scars? 

If  you  want  something  fuzzy  and  just 
Kinda  warm, 

Why  doncha  take  up  mitten  nitten? 


After  the  Military)  Ball  . . or  for 
an  enjoyable  evening  anytime 
STOP  AT 


DINE  . . . DRINK  . . . DANCE 

619  Bladensburg  Road,  Colmar  Manor,  Md. 

Two  good  places  to  eat  - - - here  and  home 


Don’t  look  like  you  are  on  the  warpath  when  you 
attend  the  Military  Ball 


May  we  create  an  individual 
Coiffure  to  suit  your  person- 
ality. 

Complete  Beauty  Service 
at  Popular  Prices 

University  Beauty  Salon 

Opposite  Main  Gate --New  Shopping  Center 

Tel.  Berwyn  670  Open  9 to  9 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  710  13  LS: 
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(Continued  from  page  9) 

like  he  always  said." 

But,  of  course,  he  wasn't.  After  awhile  we  began  to 
see  in  the  papers  where  he  was  making  speeches  every- 
where. He  was  trying  to  start  a new  political  party 
and  get  himself  elected  to  the  Reichstag.  I was  worried 
about  him.  "Hans  is  going  to  get  himself  in  trouble 
one  of  these  days,"  1 said  to  Ellen. 

But  Hans  just  went  on,  and  each  time  there  was  an 
election,  more  and  more  of  the  members  of  his  new 
party  got  into  the  Reichstag,  until  after  one  election 
Hans  got  himself  elected  Chancellor.  I guess  that  was 
when  he  got  his  "message",  because  I went  to  Berlin 
to  see  him  right  after  that  and  I could  tell  how  unhappy 
he  was.  "Hans,"  I said,  "you  don't  belong  here.  Why 
do  you  want  to  be  Chancellor?  Don't  you  remember 
how  you  always  told  me  that  happiness  lay  in  doing 
simple  things  well?" 

"Josef,"  Hans  said  to  me,  and  I could  see  by  his  eyes 
how  unhappy  he  was,  "we  have  been  friends  for  a 
long  time.  For  that  reason  I am  going  to  forget  what 
you  have  just  said.  But  you  must  go  back  to  Hamburg 
and  you  must  never  try  to  see  me  again.  My  work  will 
not  let  me  spare  even  you,  Josef." 

"All  right,  Hans,"  I said,  "if  you  feel  like  that  about 
it.  I'm  sorry.  Can  I say  hello  to  Ellen  for  you?" 

"No,"  Hans  replied,  and  a look  of  pain  came  in  his 
face.  "You  must  not  even  tell  Ellen  that  you  have  seen 
me.  Good-by,  Josef." 

I felt  very  sorry  for  poor  Hans,  and  when  I told  Ellen 
about  it  she  felt  sorry  for  him  too. 

It  was  almost  exactly  a year  after  I had  seen  Hans 
that  the  Troopers  came.  I can't  remember  very  clearly 
what  happened,  but  they  hurt  Ellen  terribly  before  they 
killed  her,  and  then  they  brought  me  here.  I haven't 
minded  the  beatings  so  much,  because  I can  still  hear 
Ellen's  screams  whenever  I see  one  of  the  Troopers,  and 
I don't  think  about  how  they  are  hurting  me. 

But  now  you  can  see  why  I have  decided  to  kill 
Hans.  I must  do  it  soon,  before  he  has  time  to  make 
more  people  unhappy.  I must  do  it  as  soon  as  I can 
get  out  of  this  camp. 


FOOD  SPECIALTIES! 

We  offer  a complete  line  of  fine  quality  grocer- 
ies, including  a full  selection  of  Birds-Eye  froz- 
en foods  at  reasonable  prices. 

We  offer  one  item  each  day  from  our 
meat  department  at  a special  price. 

CARR  bros,  & BOSWELL,  2E: 

RIVERDALE  STORE  HYATTSVILLE  STORE 

Hyattsville  381-382  Hyattsville  201-202 

Berwyn  460  Berwyn  345 


"By  the  way,  what's  your  name?” 


W O O L)  W ARD  & L O T H R O P 

WASHINGTON,  D . C . 

Listen  G i rls  — 

If  you  have  some  frigid  sisters 
Who  are  wild  about  the  heat 
Who  make  you  sit  und  suffer 
In  your  dormitory  “suite” 

Take  a tip  from  us  who  eater 
To  the  college  W inter  hater — 

We  suggest — smartly  tailored 
all-wool  flannel  robes,  striped 
and  plain  colors.  Sizes  14  to  20. 

*5.95  to  •]  5 

NEGLIGEES,  THIRD  FLOOR 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
"The  Old  Line" 

OOO 


OOO 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

OOO 


WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington — 1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore — 301  W.  Fayette  St. 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 


Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  Line  FI  ate  s 

IN 


ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 


★ 

1214  19 TH  STREET,  N.  W . 

Washington,  D.  C. 


HANS  THORNER, 
DIRECTOR 
MOUNT 
WASHINGTON 
(N.H.)  SWISS 
• SKIING  SCHOOL 


TOO  BAP,  MISS  ALICE.  I'M  AFRAID 
'OU'RE  GETTING  TENSE  AND  KEYED-UP. 
HOW  ABOUT  STOPPING 
{ FOR  A CAMEL? 


( GOOD  MORNING,  EVERYBODY!  ) 

I SEE  YOU'VE  BEEN  PRACTISING  *- 
WALKING  ON  THE  LEVEL.  THAT'S  PINE. 
WHEN  YOU  CAN  WALK  ON  SKIS  THE 
REST  COMES  EASILY.  NOW,  L EJ'S^/ 
\ PRACTISE  WALKING  UP-HILL  j — 


KICK-TURN  . . . . 
CHANGING 
DIRECTION 
TO  THE  RIGHT 
ON  A HILL 


^’MORNING,  1 
MR- THORN  ER 


' WHILE  WE'RE  ENJOYING 
OUR  SMOKE,  PLEASE  GIVE  US 
AN  EXHIBITION,  i 
MR.THORNER  V yS 


SWING  RIGHT  LEG 
FORWARD,  UP,  AND 
AROUND.  PLACE 
RIGHT  SKI  DOWN, 
POINTING  IN  DE-  1 
SIRED  DIRECTION. 
THEN  SHIFT 
WEIGHT  TO 
RIGHT  SKI 


THE  HERRING-BONE 

THE  NAME  COMES  FROM 
THE  PICTURESQUE  PATTERN 
THE  SKIS  LEAVE  IN  THE 
SNOW.  COMMONLY  USED 
ONLY  ON  SHORT,  NARROW 
STRETCHES  OF  CLIMBING 


NOW  THAT  RIGHT 
SKI  IS  POINTING  IN 
WANTED  DIRECTION, 
SIMPLY  SWING  LEFT 
SKI  AND  PLACE 
PARALLEL  WITH  RIGHT 


THE  CLASS  WATCHES  THORN6R  DO  SOME  EXPERT  SKIING 


-*  GOSH,  HE'S  A > 

WONDERFUL  ATHLETE, 
v ISN'T  HE? 


JUMP-TURN AVOIDING 

A DANGEROUS  HAZARD  BY 
CHANGING  DIRECTION 
IN  THE  AIR 


SNOW-PLOW PUTTING  ON 

THE  BRAKES  BY  PUSHING  APART 
TAIL-ENDS  OF  SKIS 


CHRISTlANIA(DOWN-HILL)  — CHANGING  DIRECTION  OF  CONTINUOUS 

HIGH-SPEED  RUN FIRST,  SKIER  CROUCHES  LOW,  INSTANTLY 

RISES  TO  FULL  HEIGHT  WITH  BODY  TWIST  TO  NEW  DIRECTION,  THEN 
RESUMES  FORWARD  CROUCH  TO  COMPLETE  TURN 


STEM-CHRISTIANIA 

TURN  IS  STARTED  BY  SINGLE 
STEM  ( EXTENDING  ONE  SKI  FOR 
BROADER  BASE  ) 


SORRY,  BUT  I'M  GOING  ), , ' 

TO  LET  UP  AND  LIGHT  UP^/ 

A CAMEL.  Y 

HAVE  ONE  ? ) 

s V r ^ r ' YOU  CERTAINLY  2_>. 

\\  ( ARE  SOLD  ON  CAMELS, 

' V MR.THORNER  . 


f FAST  SKIING  PUTS  A GREAT  STRAIN  ON  ] 
THE  NERVES.  A SINGLE  SLIP  CAN  RUIN  A L 
PERFORMANCE.  SO,  TENSE,  JITTERY  NERVES 
ARE  OUT!  AT  LEAST,  THEY  ARE  FOR  ME. 

I PROTECT  MY  NERVES  BY  GIVING  THEM 

FREQUENT  RESTS—  I LET  UP—  ^ 

LIGHT  UP  A CAMEL.  I FIND  ) 

^ . CAMELS  SOOTHING  Y 

V TO  MY  NERVES  / 


J BRAVO, 
MR.THORNER! 
HOW  ABOUT 
AN  ENCORE? 


. STEM 
CORRIDOR 


HAIRPIN  CURVE 


FLUSH 


J OPEN  GATES 
BLIND  GATE 
«r^ TRAVERSE 
^ FINISH 


SLALOM 

COURSE 


SLALOM  (FROM  SCANDINAVIAN  WORD  MEANING 

'INTERRUPTED  COURSE") AN  EXTREME  TEST  OF  FORM  AND 

AGILITY  IN  DOWN-HILL  SKIING 


WONPfXM 


YOU RN& 


ier  UP-  UGHT  UP  A CAM  EL  f 

SMOKERS  FIND  CAMEL'S  COSTLIER  TOBACCOS  ARE  SOOTHING  TO  THE  NERVES 


(left)  THE  BOSTON  TERRIER,  shown  re- 
laxing, is  often  called  the  "American  Gentleman” 
of  dogdom.  Yet  at  rough-and-tumble  play  he’s  a 
bundle  of  flashing  energy.  His  nervous  system 
is  hair-trigger  fast,  sensitive  — much  like  our 
own,  but  with  an  important  contrast.  Right  in 
the  midst  of  strenuous  action  the  dog  stops, 
calms  down — instinctively ! We  humans  are  not 
so  apt  to  favor  our  nerves.  Too  often,  we  grind 
on  at  a task,  regardless  of  strain.  Yet  how  well  it 
pays  to  give  your  nerves  regular  rests.  Do  it  the 
pleasant  way  — LET  UP— LIGHT  UP  A CAMEL! 
In  mildness  — ripe,  rich  flavor  — sheer  comfort— 
Camels  will  add  new  pleasure  to  your  smoking. 


Copyright 

1939 

R.  J.  Reynolds 
Tobacco  Co. 
Winston-Salem, 
\ . G. 


...TURKISH  AND 
DOMESTIC 


COSTLIER 

TOBACCOS 


CAMELS  ARE  MADE 
FROM  FINER,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 


CONGRATULATIONS, 
A FOUR- 


MARIE 
MILE  JUMP  MUST 
BE  A BIG  STRAIN  / 
ON  THE  NERVES/ I 


OH-H-H  — I'D 
LIKE  TO  FALL 
OUT  OF  AN 
AEROPLANE. 

. ha!  ha!  ha!) 


' WELL,  I'LL  ASK  THE 
yOUNG  LADY  WHAT 
WOULD  VOU  LIKE  TO 
DO  THATS  DIFFERENT? 


ANTORfAKUOLi' 


LET  UP- l/GHT  UP  A CAMEL! 

SMOKERS  FIND  CAMEL'S  COSTLIER  TOBACCOS  ARE  SOOTHING  TO  THE  NERVES 


STEPPiMEiim7in//Ai 

4 MILES  UP  f 


HOW  A FORMER  INFORMATION  CLERK  JUMPED 
20,800  FEET  TO  A NEW  RECORD 


MARIE  AMMILLIN, 
RECORD-HOLDING 
WOMAN  PARACHUTE 
JUMPER 


MARIE  MSVWLLIN  WAS  ON  HER  JOB  AT  THE  INFOR- 
MATION COUNTER  OF  A COLUMBUS, OHIO  HOTEL  WHEN- 


MARIE  JUMPS  FOR  A WOMENS 
RECORD  AT 4 MILES  UP 
( NOTE  CURVE  OF  EARTH  ) 


OKA-A-y_  I'LL  FIX  THAT 
RIGHT  AWAy.  WE'RE  RUNNIN6 
A STUNT  PROMOTION  AT  THE 
AIRPORT  TOMORROW. 

yOU  GO  UP  FOR  A 
PARACHUTE  JUMP^ 


MARIE,  HERE'S  THAT 
INQUIRING  REPORTER 
AGAIN.  WHAT'S  THE  . 
X QUESTION  FOR  \ 
TODAY?  J 


(le/t)  WHEN  BUSY,  STRENUOUS  days 
put  your  nerves  on  the  spot,  take  a tip  from 
the  wire  fox  terrier  pictured  here.  Despite  his 
almost  humanly  complex  nerve  system,  he 
quickly  halts  in  the  midst  of  any  activity,  to 
relax— to  ease  his  nerves.  So  often,  we  humans 
ignore  this  instinctive  urge  to  break  nerve 
tension.  We  may  even  take  pride  in  our  will 
to  drive  on  relentlessly,  forgetting  that  tiring 
nerves  may  soon  be  jittery  nerves!  Yet  the 
welfare  of  your  nerves  is  vital  to  your  success, 
your  happiness.  Make  it  your  pleasant  rule  to 
pause  regularly  — to  LET  UP  — LIGHT  UP  A 
CAMEL.  Start  today— add  an  extra  comfort  to 
your  smoking  with  Camel’s  costlier  tobaccos. 


MARIE  LANDS  B MILES  AWAY 


yES,  LONG  PARACHUTE 
JUMPS  ARE  ROUGH  ON  THE 
NERVES,  BUT  I DODGE 
TENSION  BY  LETTING  UP- 
LIGHTING  UP  A 
CAMEL  WHEN- 
EVER I CAN. 

I FIND  CAMELS 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


When  the  professor  falls  in  love 
with  a co-ed,  she  makes  A while  she 
can. 


First  Little  Boy:  "Let's  play  college, 
what  d'ya  say?" 

Second  Similar:  "All  right.  I'll  get 
a pipe,  and  you  get  daddy's  check 
book." 


GOOD  KICK! 

The  demure  young  bride,  a trifle 
pale,  her  lips  set  in  a tremulous  smile, 
slowly  walked  down  the  aisle,  cling- 
ing to  the  arm  of  her  father. 

As  she  reached  the  low  platform 
before  the  altar,  her  dainty  slippered 
foot  brushed  a potted  flower,  up- 
setting it.  She  looked  at  the  spilled 
dirt  gravely,  and  then  raised  her 
child-like  eyes  to  the  sedate  face  of 
the  old  minister. 

"That's  a hell  of  a place  to  put  a 
lily,"  she  said. 


"Your  kisses  are  awfully  sweet  and 
nice,  beautiful." 

"Ah,  there  you  go.  I just  knew 
you  wouldn't  like  them." 


A shoulder  strap  is  a piece  of  rib- 
bon worn  to  keep  an  attraction  from 
becoming  a sensation. 


Professor:  I won't  begin  today's  lec- 
ture until  the  room  settles  down. 

Voice  from  the  Rear:  Go  home  and 
sleep  it  off,  old  man. 

THE  SOUTHER  THE  PHEWER 

In  Musty  Gulch  lived  Crusty  Pete, 
Who  never  washed  hands,  face,  nor 
feet. 

The  people  south  would  often  say, 
"Wind's  North,  Pete's  on  the  air 
today." 


Cop:  "Didn't  you  hear  me  yell  for 
you  to  stop?" 

Lady  Driver:  "No,  sir." 

Cop:  "Didn't  you  hear  me  whistle?" 

Lady  Driver:  "No,  sir." 

Cop:  "Didn't  you  see  me  signal?" 

Lady  Driver:  "No,  sir." 

Cop:  "Well,  I guess  I'd  better  go 
home.  I don't  seem  to  be  doing 
much  good  around  here." 


A Whirl  of  Charm! 


TUNC  IN  on  Old  Cold's  “Melody  and  Madness”  with  ROBERT  BENCHLEY  and  ARTIE  SHAW’S  Orehesira,  Sunday  nights,  Columbia  Network,  Coasl-lo-CoasC 

For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  . . . Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 


Take  a whirl 
At  Old  Golds! 

And  your  taste  will 
Tell  you  what  a world 
Of  charm  they  hold! 
l he  charm  of 
Utter  freshness  . . . 
Guarded  by  their 
Double  Cellophane 
Package!  The  charm 
Of  prize  crop 
Tobaccos  aged  extra 
Long  to  give  that 
Famous  Double-Mellow 
Flavor!  Give  O.Gs  a 
Whirl!  And  they'll  glide 
Right  into  your  favor. 
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The  Lady  Bug's  a funny  bug, 

As  queer  as  queer  can  be. 

I wonder  if  there  is  a "he" 

As  well  as  there's  a "she". 

Or  if  he  is  a lady, 

And  if  not,  what's  his  name. 

Can  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lady  Bug 
Both  be  just  the  same? 

1st  Drunk:  Shee  'at  fly  crawlin'  up  the  wall. 

2nd  Inebriate:  Thash  no  fly.  Thash  a Lady  Bug. 

1st  Drunk:  Migawd,  man,  what  marveloush  eyesight. 

Astonished  Old  Maid:  Alice  married!  Well,  did  I 
ever! 

Small  boy:  From  just  looking  at  you,  lady,  I'd  say 
No,  you  never! 

• 

"Well,  now,  Mrs.  Cassaday,  for  colleens  we  make 
the  shroud  o'  white;  but  for  a matron  'tis  lavender  we 
use! 

"Shure,  Mr.  O'Reilley,  an'  my  Bridget  was  never 
married,  so  ye'd  best  make  the  shroud  o'  white.  But, 
Mr.  O'Reilley  — ye  might  be  usin'  just  a touch  of 
lavender." 


By  Jerry  Hardy 


SPRING  . . . 

Over  a hot  cream  of  tomato  soup 
and  a special  sandwich  one  noon 
not  long  ago,  we  counted  up  on  our 
pocket  calendar  (we've  never  been 
very  good  at  adding  up  months)  and 
found  that  there  were  only  93  days 
of  school  left  — counting  June  3, 
diploma  day.  That,  coupled  with  the 
fresh,  clean  smell  that  comes  to  us 
through  the  frosty  trees  as  we  debark 
for  our  8:20,  made  us  realize  quite 
suddenly  that  SPRING  was  once 
more  grappling  with  the  last  days  of 
winter,  and  that  as  usual,  Spring 
would  probably  win.  "We  wonder," 
we  wondered,  "how  She  will  like  it 
this  time." 

Pretty  well,  we  suspect.  There 
must  be  a never-ending  sense  of  ac- 
complishment in  adjusting  warm 
weather  and  individual  metabolic 
rates  in  order  to  get  those  sympa- 
thetic vibrations  known  as  LUV.  We 
ourselves  can  hardly  wait  for  her  to 
get  to  work,  for  we  have  great  con- 
fidence in  her  powers,  and  we 
suspect  that  if  anyone  can  disperse 
local  defeatism,  she  is  the  one.  For 
it  is  all  very  simple  to  speak  gloomily 
of  the  next  war  when  your  radiator's 
frozen  and  snow  slides  off  the  roof 
down  your  back;  but  when  the 
words  are  set  to  a refrain  of  robins' 
music,  it's  all  going  to  seem  a little 
silly  somehow.  Tiresome,  at  any 
rate. 

SPIRIT?  . . . 

Seldom  do  we  presume  to  go 
"National  in  theme,"  but  the  other 


day  we  read  in  a Washington  paper 
a statement  that  made  us  so  wroth 
that  we're  going  to  take  a chance  on 
being  accused  of  literary  trespass.  It 
was  some  weeks  ago  now  that  the 
German  - American  Bund  rallied, 
ranted  and  rioted  in  New  York  City. 
Fritz  Kuhn,  leader  of  the  Bund,  and 
Dorothy  Thompson,  Nazirritator, 
both  narrowly  escaped  violence. 
Nothing  about  the  meeting  disturbed 
us  particularly,  but  in  the  report  of 
it  which  we  saw,  several  Senators 
had  been  asked  to  Make  a State- 
ment. One  of  those  quoted,  and  we 
hope  he  is  singular  among  the  96, 
said,  "If  I had  my  way,  everyone 
who  attended  the  meeting  would  be 
put  in  a concentration  camp.  They 
are  a menace  to  American  principles." 

We  respect  the  Senator's  intelli- 
gence and  experience,  but  strive  as 
we  will,  we  cannot  conjure  up  a 
mental  picture  of  a person  who  is 
both  a builder  of  concentration  camps 
and  a protector  of  American  liberty. 
Our  education  on  the  matter  has  been 
slight,  and  purely  academic  to  be 
sure,  but  from  somewhere  we  seem 
to  remember  that  freedom  of  speech 
and  freedom  of  action  are  prime 
among  the  principles  of  Americanism. 

Yes,  somehow  we  have  difficulty 
in  picturing  any  concentration  camp 
which  would  incarcerate  only  those 
dangerous  to  American  principles. 
As  the  vision  becomes  clearer,  we 
see  stalking  about  among  the  miser- 
able prisoners  a shadowy  figure. 
Perhaps  it  is  the  spirit  on  un-Ameri- 


canism, but  perhaps  too  it  is  the  spirit 
of  the  very  principles  which  the 
Senator  seeks  to  defend. 

SUIT  . . . 

We  took  advantage  of  Washing- 
ton's latest  birthday  to  go  shopping, 
prices  being  what  they  were  and  all, 
drastically  reduced  and  slashed  and 
everything  having  to  go.  We  didn't 
get  there  until  a few  minutes  before 
closing  time,  so  we  went  to  the  suit 
rack  and  started  trying  on  coats  with- 
out waiting  for  the  clerk.  We  got 
about  as  far  as  the  vest  on  the  second 
suit  when  a clerk  strolled  over  and 
stood  watching  us  with  an  interested 
air.  He  helped  us  on  with  the  coat 
and  then  stood  back  and  admired  us 
in  the  mirror.  "How  do  you  like  it?" 
he  asked.  We  murmured  appropri- 
ate approval,  and  after  a minute's 
hesitation,  he  said,  "Well,  I don't 
know  nothing  about  selling  suits,  but 
it  looks  pretty  good  to  me!" 

We  took  the  suit — had  it  delivered 
last  Thursday. 

SMATTERING  . . . 

The  best  time  to  work  in  our  office 
is  right  at  dinner  time  when  everyone 
is  chattering  his  way  up  the  hill  to 
ham  and  boiled  onions;  when  the 
wind's  right,  interesting  snatches  of 
conversation  mingle  with  celery  soup 
and  swing,  and  come  right  in  our 
open  window.  The  other  evening, 
two  freshmen  were  trudging  along, 
speaking  rather  heatedly,  and  this 
isolated  bit  reached  us,  carried  by  a 
capricious  breeze. 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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ADVENTURES  IN  THE  LIFE  OF 
I,  PERCIVAL  QUINN 

I,  Percival  Quinn,  Seek  Employment 


University  of  Md 
College  Park  Md 
March  1 1939 

Senator  Sham  Billingsgate 

The  Senate 
Washington  D C 
Dear  Sham 

As  you  probably  know  being  from  over  where  I, 
Percival  Quinn,  live  on  the  Shore  I have  been  going 
to  the  University  of  Md  for  almost  a year  now  being 
very  outstanding  in  everything  such  as  athletics  and 
love.  But  it  is  not  of  love  that  I now  would  speak  as 
my  English  professor  says  Sham  but  as  school  will  be 
out  pretty  soon  now  I would  like  to  have  a job  for  the 
summer  please  as  my  father  has  voted  in  every  election 
for  the  past  thirty  years  and  as  you  haven't  got  us  our 
postoffice  yet  it  seems  to  me  that  you  had  better  start 
trying  to  find  me  a job  in  which  thirty  dollars  a week 
will  be  all  right  I guess  although  maybe  you'd  better 
start  at  forty  and  work  down  as  father  says  that  is  what 
you  always  do  work  down  I mean. 

Hopefully 

I Percival  Quinn. 

Washington,  D.  C. 
March  2,  1939 

Mr.  Percival  Quinn, 

The  University  of  Maryland, 

College  Park,  Maryland. 

My  dear  Mr.  Quinn: 

The  Senator  is  out  of  town  on  important  business 
today,  and  since  I am  sure  that  he  would  not  want 
your  letter  to  wait,  I am  taking  the  liberty  of  answering 
it  myself. 

I am  sure  that  you  can  count  on  the  Senator  to  do 
everything  in  his  power  to  help  you,  as  he  is  always 
more  than  happy  to  do  what  he  can  for  his  constitutents. 
I have  placed  your  letter  on  file  and  if  anything  turns 
up,  rest  assured  you  will  hear  from  the  Senator. 

Very  truly  yours, 

Sophie  Billingsgate, 
Secretary  to  the  Senator. 

P.S.  You're  absolutely  right;  thirty  dollars  a week  is 
all  right. 


University  of  Md 
College  Park  Md 

Senator  Sham  Billingsgate  March  4 1939 

The  Senate 

Washington  D C 
Dear  Sham 

It  is  a dirty  lie  I am  not  no  constitutent  as  I was  born 
on  the  eastern  shore  which  is  in  this  country  in  spite  of 
certain  wisecracks  and  my  father  who  has  voted  in 
every  election  for  the  past  thirty  years  says  that  you 
cannot  get  no  postoffice  for  us  by  being  out  of  town  all 
the  time  on  business  so  I guess  that  you  can't  get  me  a 
job  either  unless  you  come  back  to  Washington  D C. 
I have  fallen  in  love  again  Sham  so  I do  not  see  how  I 
can  work  tor  less  than  thirty  five  dollars  as  Asafetida  is 
very  fond  of  orchids  which  costing  five  bucks  I must 
have  more  money  to  get  her  some  of. 

Pennilessly, 

I,  Percival  Quinn. 

Washington,  D.  C. 

Mr.  Percival  Quinn,  March  6,  1939 

The  University  of  Maryland, 

College  Park,  Md. 

My  dear  Mr.  Quinn: 

The  Senator  is  ill  today,  and  since  I am  sure  that 
he  would  not  want  your  letter  to  wait,  I am  taking  the 
liberty  of  answering  it  myself. 

Asafetida  shows  excellent  taste.  I am  very  fond  of 
orchids  myself,  and  I feel  sure  that  the  Senator  is  too. 

Very  truly  yours, 

Sophie  Billingsgate, 
Secretary  to  the  Senator. 

University  of  Md 
College  Park  Md 

Senator  Sham  Billingsgate  March  7 1939 

The  Senate 

Washington  D C 
Dear  Senator  Billingsgate 

I am  glad  you  like  orchids  what  about  my  job  I will 
now  work  for  twenty  five  dollars  a week  as  Asafetida 
has  left  me. 


(Continued  on  page  18) 
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They  Walk 


They’re  Seen 
This  Way. 
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Mix  Marriage  and  Classes? 


WE  DID 

Certainly,  I'm  mar- 
ried. And  I'm  still  in 
college.  For  the  benefit 
of  all  the  people  whose 
eyebrows  start  taking 
exercises  at  the  idea  I'd 
like  to  say,  "Relax  that 
painful  eyebrow  arch. 
It's  not  only  unneces- 
sary; it's  practically  pre- 
historic." 

I'm  throwing  confetti 
all  over  the  American  youth  I see  stepping  up  out  of 
the  smug  little  rut  where  they  have  been  kept  in  the 
past  several  generations.  "You  must  frame  your 
diploma  and  be  certain  of  financial  security  before  you 
begin  to  think  about  taking  on  the  added  burden  of 
matrimony,"  preached  the  sweet  old  conservatives. 

Today  that  idea  is  going  out  like  a burned-out  fuse. 
A waiting  game  for  security?  Thanks,  but  we're  not 
having  any.  Financial  security  is  the  biggest  uncer- 
tainty of  all  in  this  dizzy  modern  world  of  ours.  Most 
of  our  own  families  don't  have  it.  Wall  Street  leads  a 
wavering  existence.  We're  willing  to  take  our  chances 
with  the  rest  of  the  world. 

As  for  waiting  to  graduate  from  college  before  sitting 
down  and  quietly  selecting  a mate  from  the  financially 
able  catalogue — Foo!  Find  me  a sixth  grader  who 
hasn't  privately  planned  to  marry  at  least  three  little 
boys.  Then  consider  the  age  of  the  average  college 
graduate — Twenty-one  or  twenty-two,  isn't  it?  The 
American  of  twenty-one  who  hasn't  thought  with  no 
small  intensity  about  marriage  at  some  time  during  his 
life  is  either  a hopeless  introvert  or  a moron. 

And  the  sweet  conservatives  who  mentioned  the 
"burden  of  matrimony"  must  have  forgotten  a few 
things.  They  evidently  didn't  remember  that  when 
you're  young,  inconveniences  are  funny.  When  you're 
fairly  zooming  with  health,  hard  work  isn't  a tragedy. 
You  have  a potent  weapon  in  your  possession  then: 
optimism.  It's  only  when  silver  threads  begin  to  sneak 
in  among  the  gold,  and  the  cautious  swain  has  wooed 
his  cautious  jane  "over  and  over  again"  without  taking 
the  decisive  step,  that  fun  and  adventure  begin  to  wear 
a little  thin,  and  the  idea  of  marriage  can  be  considered 
a burden. 

Marriage  and  college  is  a perfectly  possible  combina- 
tion. Families  who  feel  that  their  sons  and  daughters 

(Continued  on  page  24) 


WE  DIDN'T 

As  we  sat  down  to 
write  this,  we  said  to 
ourselves,  If  you  were 
going  to  college  (and 
you  are)  and  were  get- 
ting married,  w hy 
would  you  be  getting 
married?  What  would 
be  the  advantages?  We 
thought  for  quite  awhile 
and  finally  emerged 
with  a wonderful  revela- 
tion. There  would  be  no  advantages,  there  would  be 
no  why — and  that  perhaps  is  the  reason  that  we  are 
not  getting  married.  Then,  if  there  are  no  apparent 
advantages,  we  reasoned  further,  there  must  be 
disadvantages. 

There  are. 

Disadvantage  one  was  easily  disposed  of — in  the  case 
of  millionaires'  sons,  or  other  peoples'  sons  who  are 
marrying  millionaires'  daughters.  Money  isn't  every- 
thing, they  say,  but  when  we  wonder  where  the  neces- 
sary lucre  for  the  next  dance  is  going  to  come  from, 
we  are  not  especially  sold  on  the  idea  of  living  on  love, 
and  love  alone.  Of  course,  if  you  are  a poet  and 
romanticist — and  have  a poor  appetite — you  might 
get  by. 

But  even  if  you  are  a poet  and  a romanticist,  when 
the  beautiful  blonde  walks  into  your  psychology  class, 
it  may  not  always  fill  your  heart  with  joy  to  remember 
wifey  is  waiting  faithfully  (you  hope)  at  home.  You 
might  even  say  to  yourself  in  mild  reproach,  No  more 
dates  for  you,  sucker.  If  you  are  a girl,  you  think  this 
in  more  feminine  fashion  when  the  handsome  lug  in 
your  French  class  asks  you  for  a date  for  the  next 
Rossbourg — and  you  tell  him,  sorry,  bud,  but  I'm 
married. 

Of  course,  if  you're  one  of  those  guys  that  likes  to 
go  out  of  a Saturday  night  with  some  of  the  fellows, 
then  play  a little  poker  down  at  the  frat  house  after- 
ward, till  three  or  four  A.  M. — well,  better  be  careful 
when  choosing  your  prospective  mate.  If  she  doesn't 
mind  such  Saturday  eve  affairs,  something  is  wrong. 
Better  have  your  eyes  examined — and  ask  her  if  she 
can  cook. 

Then,  too,  you  must  think  of  her  happiness.  How 
would  you  like  your  wife  to  be  an  Organic  Lab  widow? 
Eight-twenties  every  day,  a lab  or  two  on  Saturdays, 

(Continued  cn  page  18) 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"Good  man,  Tebbens,  but  he  tries 
too  hard." 


"Have  you  read  your  novel  to  any 
one?" 

"No!" 

"Then  how  did  you  get  that  black 
eye?" 


Lawyer:  I'm  sorry,  old  man,  I 

couldn't  do  more  for  you. 

Convicted  Client:  Don't  mention  it, 
ain't  five  years  enough? 


The  arithmetic  class  was  learning 
about  weights  and  measures.  "What 
does  milk  come  in?"  asked  the 
teacher. 

"In  pints,"  ventured  Betty. 

"Who  knows  what  else?" 

"I  know,"  said  Johnny,  who  had 
spent  the  Summer  on  the  farm,  "it 
comes  in  squirts." 


A cameraman,  working  for  the 
company,  met  a farmer  in  town  one 
day  and  said: 

"I've  just  been  taking  some  moving 
pictures  of  life  on  your  farm." 

"Did  you  catch  any  of  my  men  in 
motion?"  asked  the  farmer  curiously. 

"Sure  I did." 

The  farmer  shook  his  head  reflec- 
tively, then  commented:  "Science  is 
a wonderful  thing." 


Superintendent:  What  we  want  is 
a night  watchman  that'll  watch,  alert 
and  ready,  for  the  slightest  noise  or 
indication  of  burglars  — somebody 
who  can  sleep  with  one  eye  and  both 
ears  open,  and  is  not  afraid  to  tackle 
anything.  See? 

Applicant:  It's  my  wife  you'll  be 
wanting,  not  me. 

Teacher:  If  you  had  good  brains, 
Tommy,  what  would  you  invent? 

Tommy:  Something  that  would  do 
my  lessons  if  I just  pressed  a button, 
miss. 

Teacher:  You  lazy  boy!  Now  you, 
Billy,  are  not  so  lazy.  What  would 
you  invent? 

Billy:  Something  to  press  the  but- 
ton, miss! 


IT  SMOKES  AS  SWEET  AS  IT  SMELLS 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a recent 
surveybySelf-Help  Bureauaof  Unrepresentative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Italeigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 


THE  CURE!  Doc  switched  to  a 
2-oz.  tin  of  Sir  Walter.  Now  los 
patients  perk  up  and  cheer.  Know 
why?  It’s  hurley  of  A t mild- 
ness . . . good  smcllin’  to  others. 


NO  WONDER 
HIS  PATIENTS 
LOST  PATIENCE! 


FAINTED  DEAD  AWAY!  Blit  Doc 
can’t  seem  to  figure  why.  Ot 
courseDoc  doesn’t  think  to  hlame 
that  cut-throat  tobacco  in  his 
briar.  Get  yourself  a milder  blend! 


TUNE  IN  Tommy  Dorsey  and  bis  orchestra.  Ft  cry 
W ednesday,  coast-to-coast,  NBC  Red  Network. 
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WE  LEARN  FROM  THE  MOVIES 


Any  woman  over  forty  referred  to 
as  a Countess  is  a dangerous  spy. 

The  characters  in  all  films  are 
either  millionaires  or  flat  broke. 

Every  character  in  a movie  by 
waving  either  of  his  hands  back  in  a 
circular  motion  can  place  it  on  a 
telephone. 

Nobody  connected  with  the  story 
has  to  pay  taxi  bills,  wait  for  the  next 
elevator,  produce  credentials  or  pay 
tor  C.O.D.  packages. 

A unique  sixth  sense  inherited  with 
all  actors  enables  them  to  drive  like 
fury  to  the  warden's  office  in  a 
strange  city. 

The  hero  and  heroine  never  find 
themselves  in  a state  where  the  law 
requires  waiting  a certain  number  of 
days  before  marrying. 

There  is  always  a loaded  gun 
around. 

Any  milkman  you  hail,  regardless 
of  the  city,  will  drop  you  off  right  in 
front  of  your  doorstep. 


"Whaddaya  mean,  have  I an  appointment  with  Mr.  Marko?” 


GOLF  CLUB  LUNCH 

SCOTCH  BROTH 

CLUB  SANDWICH  SLICED  TOMATOES 

LINK  SAUSAGE 

DANDELION  GREEN  PUTTATOES 

PARSNIPS 
CUP  CUSTARD 
ROLLS  NUTS 

TEA 


"Gimme  a hair  cut — I'll  drop  by  for  it  tonight." 
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EDITED  EDITORIALS 

A BRIEF  ANTHOLOGY 

By  Charles  Ksanda 


7YS  a public  service,  we  are  printing  a complete, 
permanent  copy  of  the  editorials  of  a certain  news- 
paper of  a certain  nearby  University.  It  is  our  belief 
that  this  valuable  record  will  save  our  readers'  time  in 
the  future.  These  editorials  appear  periodically;  by 
hanging  a copy  of  this  article  on  your  wall,  on  the 
ceiling  above  your  bed  or  on  your  roommate's  new 
coat  you  will  have  a brief,  constant  reminder  that  you 
have  read  this  before.  Perhaps  the  certain  paper  will 
even  leave  the  space  usually  devoted  to  editorials  blank 
so  we  can  use  it  for  scribbling  illegible  telephone 
numbers,  playing  tit-tat-toe,  or  writing  lecture  notes  on. 

At  present  we  are  working  on  a simplified  version  of 
Chinese  Checkers  combined  with  Monopoly,  jig-saw 
puzzles,  and  a yo-yo,  that  can  be  played  on  three  and  a 
half  square  inches  of  paper  (preferably  blank).  Old  Line 
service— show  your  appreciation  by  your  purchase  of 
Oxypff's  Gnnf  Gmnnfo  Pills. 

Type  1001-0  always  has  the  same  caption.  When 
all  else  fails,  the  editor  can  always  reach  in  despair, 
and  even  with  his  eyes  closed  and  hands  tied  (by 
people  who  can  read),  can  pull  the  worn,  tattered  stock 
editorial  from  the  top  of  his  special  carbon-copy  file. 
Faculty  to  Stop  Cribbing.  With  a sigh,  a mumbled 
apology  to  tired  Gods,  and  a furtive  glance  over  his 
shoulder,  he  has  done  the  evil  deed.  If  he  has  two  or 
three  minutes  to  spare,  he  may  try  giving  it  a new 
twist — change  an  occasional  a to  the,  replace  a semi- 
colon by  and,  and  thus  liven  the  copy. 

And  invariably  the  thing  appears  as  though  the 
linotyper  and  the  printer  were  monomaniacs  and  had 
only  one  set  of  neural  impulses  which  caused  them 
week  after  week  to  grind  out — over  and  over  till 
eternity — "faculty  to  stop  cribbing."  And  invariably 
some  smart  guy  remarks,  "So  they've  been  doing  it 
too." 

Type  222V2  DD  flat  (now  extinct)  was  created  in  a 
burst  of  inspiration.  Some  mad  economic  genius  found 
after  years  of  intensive  effort  that  he  was  paying  the 
University  of  Maryland  ten  dollars  ($10)  per  semester 
for  a special  fee  which  was  so  special  no  one  knew 
what  it  was  for.  Had  he  not  been  a genius  he  might 
foolishly  have  believed  the  catalog  (obviously  Republi- 
can propaganda)  and  thought  his  ten  bucks  were  help- 
ing to  pay  for  the  Coliseum.  But  he  was  a genius,  he 


knew  the  Coliseum  was  paid  for,  and-  -well  ten  bucks 
is  ten  bucks.  So  in  a fury  of  honest  passion  editorial 
222  V2  DD  flat  (now  extinct)  was  created. 

"The  Coliseum  is  paid  for,  still  (under  false  pretenses) 
we  pay  ten  dollars  a semester.  Not  that  we  are  being 
gypped,  but  what  for — why — after  all  a hundred  beers 
are — but  that's  another  story.  If  it  will  be  too  great  a 
strain  on  the  University's  financial  system  to  remove 
this  fee,  why  not;  (1)  build  a skyscraper,  a thousand 
feet  high  with  a spiral  stairway,  and  a mammoth,  unin- 
terrupted railing  to  slide  down — one  thousand  feet  of 
exercise  and  healthy  student  recreation;  (2)  imbed  all 
the  buildings  in  concrete  and  have  a unique  parking 
lot,  cement  campus,  and  shopping  center;  (3)  send  all 
the  profs  on  a year's  vacation;  (4)  buy  the  Diamondback 
a new  thousand-room  office  with  steam  heat,  a type- 
writer, and  couches;  (5)  deport  the  engineers." 

Now  we  have  found  that  the  University  is  going  to 
do  something  or  other  with  the  ten  dollars  special  fee, 
so  222  U2  DD  flat  will  hibernate  for  awhile,  and  the 
mad  economic  genius  hangs  his  head  in  remorse  and 
shame  (in  South  America).  His  brain  child  is — tem- 
porarily— like  the  Dodo — extinct. 

In  a back-slapping  and  chest-thumping  mood  one  day, 
a hack  editorialist  discovered  that  we  men  are  getting 
a raw  deal.  "Other  colleges,"  he  wrote  indignantly, 
"have  annual  physical  examinations  for  men — why  can't 
we?  Our  men  are  as  unhealthy  as  those  of  any  uni- 
versity. It  has  been  realized  that  our  women  are  un- 
healthy- they  have  annual  physical  exams.  Are  they 
any  worse  than  us  men?  No.  Maryland  is  no  longer 
a cow-school;  we  no  longer  are  content  with  ninety- 
seven  pound  weaklings.  As  a growing  body  of  the 
Great  Commonwealth,  we  are  producing  real  unhealthy 
men.  So  on  the  ball,  faculty,  let's  have  X-ray  pictures— 
and  Mickey  Mouse."  Meanwhile,  we  hide  our  chronic 
cough  and  wait  in  unpleasant  anticipation. 

For  guys  that  apparently  never  do  anything,  the  poor 
SGA  boys  have  to  endure  a stinging,  radical  editorial 
weekly.  Its  biting  phrases  are  captioned  with  a line 
of  that  brilliant  but  subtle  alliteration  for  which  the  staff 
is  famous — Moguls  Meet.  The  SGA  boys  and  Prexy 
Whosis  were  supposed  to  have  a meeting  last  night. 
Nobody  came;  those  that  came  didn't  do  anything; 

(Continued  on  Back  Cover) 


I welve 


PROGNOSTICATING 

PROTOTYI 


(Testudo  Looks  in  His  Crystal  Ball  and  See: 
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Prime  requisites  for  sophomore  prexy,  easy  to  fulfill, 

Are  cutting  hair  off  Emporer  Jones  style  high  above  the  ear, 

Are  wearing  sway-backed  horse  plaid  coats  that  blind  the  entire  hill 
Are  letting  every  likely  vote  in  shouting  distance  hear 
Opinions  on  the  S.G.A.,  the  yellow  Doc  Hayes  pill, 

And  prospects  of  the  Southern  Conference,  quoted  lines  from  Lear, 
Or  any  damn  thing  audible.  On  you  will  be  the  beer. 


O Powerhouse,  O waterwheel,  O turbine,  O you  witch, 
Come  out,  come  out  for  secretary.  Bring  your  powder  puff. 
Are  you  the  perfect  thirty-six,  in  walking  do  you  twitch 
A little  here  and  there,  not  to  excess  but  just  enough 
To  let  'em  know,  it’s  personality  and  not  the  itch? 

If  so,  the  job  is  yours,  so  now,  get  in  there,  gal,  and  pitch. 


Start  with  six  keys,  one  well-slappec 
One  skyward  smile,  twelve  well  sen  id 
One  Wildroot  saturated  wig,  one  sicjlar 
Then  add  one  palm  well  overworked; 
Now  stir  into  it  last  year's  constitution]] 
Mixed  up,  half-baked;  one  savory  caa- 
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doming  S.  G.  A.  Elections) 


-k,  one  well-known  daggered  shield, 
•d  teeth,  one  skin  you  love  to  touch, 
.ance  sex  appealed, 
e firm  good  fellow  clutch, 
ell  repealed. 

ate  this  mess  will  yield. 


One  hundred  cup-cakes  thickly  iced,  gallons  of  luke-warm  tea 
Poured  from  a borrowed  silver  pot,  lapfuls  of  cookie  crumbs. 
"Christian  Young  Women  gather  round,  join  an  activity!" 

(It  looks  so  good  in  the  Terrapin  and  everybody  comes!' 
Strawberry,  orange,  or  pecan?  They're  small,  take  two  or  three. 
It's  jolly  being  president,  the  social  fervor  hums, 

So  if  you  want  it,  here  it  is,  and  here's  a pack  of  Turns. 


The  Men's  League's  looking  for  a man,  a chump  who  is  a champ, 

A man's  man  with  romantic  chivalry  for  womankind, 

Who  leads  his  virile  following  with  virtue's  golden  lamp, 

Who  sees  poetic  good  in  every  project  he's  behind, 

(We  understand  a project's  coming  up)  who'll  gladly  tramp 
Sylvester's  halls  and  parking  lots,  some  wayward  boy  to  find 
And  put  back  on  the  path  of  right.  The  blond  doth  lead  the  blind. 


Fourteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


The  first  time  I saw  T.  T., 
I was  surprised,  slightly- 
shocked,  and  very  inter- 
ested. No  one  thought  to 
introduce  us,  although  for 
at  least  one  year  I was  des- 
tined to  be  his  fellow 
commuter.  He  wore  an 
orange-ish  brown  suede 
jacket  which  had  seen 
better  days;  it  was  too  short.  The  length  of  his  legs 
were  greatly  accentuated  by  this  short  jacket,  and  his 
thin  wrists  with  their  long-fingered  hands  flapped  from 
beneath  the  cuffs.  The  first  thing  I saw  this  tall,  over- 
grown boy  do  was  to  reach  for  his  cigarettes  in  the 
breast  pocket  of  his  jacket.  His  long  arms  bent  fan- 
tastically in  the  air  as  his  long  fingers  searched  for  his 
package;  the  match  was  dwarfed  by  his  fingers  as  he 
struck  it  in  a manner  peculiarly  his  own.  It  was  his 
voice  that  shocked  me,  it  was  so  deep,  but  as  I got  to 
know  him  better  it  was  this  voice  that  became  one  of 
my  chief  delights  to  hear.  I hadn't  quite  realized  just 
how  tall  his  thinness  made  him  seem  until  he  got  out 
of  the  car.  Then,  slightly  bent  forward,  his  books  under 
his  arm,  his  elbow  bent  diagonally  back  in  the  air,  he 
took  long  strides  up  the  hill. 

I sat  next  to  him  on  the  way  home  and  had  a better 
chance  to  observe  him.  I was  favorably  impressed.  He 
is  a freshman  planning  a civil  engineering  career,  and 
full  of  derision  of  engineers  in  other  fields.  He  was 
looking  at  his  new  iext  book  on  script;  again  I had  a 
queer  feeling  in  looking  at  his  wrists  and  hands  as 
his  fingers  turned  the  pages. 

He  wore  his  R.  O.  T.  C.  uniform  the  next  day  and 
looked  rather  well.  I like  him  best  in  his  uniform  when 
his  army  hat  is  cockily  perched  on  the  back  of  his 
head  and  his  hair  comes  down  into  his  brown  eyes. 
We  told  him  about  the  trials  and  tribulations  of  an 
R.  O.  T.  C.'er;  in  his  deep  voice  he  said  with  a grin, 
"Oh,  man,  that's  tough." 

By  the  end  of  the  week  we  knew  each  other  pretty 
well;  what  he  said  fascinated  me  as  much  as  his  voice. 
He  had  lots  of  what  is  called  in  slang  "stuff."  I became 
accustomed  to  being  called  by  such  names  as  "kidlet." 
"You  gorgeous  thing,  you,  do  you  love  me?"  he'd  say 
with  his  soul  in  his  eyes  which  tried  hard  not  to  let  a 
twinkle  get  the  better  of  them.  For  all  that  he  was 
just  eighteen,  he  knew  how  to  flatter  the  girls. 

I stared  the  first  time  I really  saw  him  swallow.  His 
extraordinarily  large  Adam's  apple  jumped  convul- 
sively. He  saw  me  looking  at  him,  and  ever  since  then 
he  has  put  himself  on  exhibition  quite  often.  That 
Adam's  apple  captivates  me. 

Since  T.  T.  has  been  daydodging  with  us,  our  journey 


to  and  from  Baltimore  has  been  in  the  nature  of  a 
musical.  His  deep  voice  lends  itself  well  to  many  of 
the  grandest  songs — and  it's  not  too  bad  a voice. 
Strangely  enough,  he  more  often  sings  the  popular 
semi-classics  rather  than  the  popular  hits  of  the  day. 
In  his  repertoire  are  songs  with  irresistible  words.  One 
I particularly  like  begins: 

There  were  uncles,  brothers,  cousins 
And  they  killed  them  by  the  dozens  . . . 

Then  there  is  the  ballad  I hate  because  we've  sung  it 
so  terribly  much.  The  first  stanza  is: 

There  once  was  a lavender  cowboy, 

The  hairs  on  his  chest  were  two. 

He  wanted  to  be  a great  hero 
And  do  like  the  he  men  do  . . . 

We  frequently  harmonize,  too,  even  with  our  bad  voices. 
I greatly  fear  the  coming  of  Spring  when  the  car  win- 
dows will  be  open,  for  the  Spring  will  only  make  us 
sing  louder — and  T.  T.  cares  not  who  hears  him. 

One  day  T.  T.  showed  up  with  a pipe.  He  wore  a 
winter  coat  that  day  and  a loud  scarf.  Except  for  his 
straight  brown  hair,  which  he  frequently  pushes  back 
with  his  five  fingers  spread  out  wide,  he  looked  like  a 
man — of  eighteen.  At  first  the  pipe,  which  is  very 
small,  looked  incongruous  held  in  his  large  hands,  but 
now  it  is  a part  of  him.  One  can  see  him  any  day 
breezily  striding  or  calmly  lazing  to  class  with  his  half- 
pint size  pipe  between  his  nice  teeth  and  his  wide,  full 
lips  curved  around  it. 

T.  T.  recites  snatches  of  verse,  some  of  which  he 
claims  to  be  original.  One  of  my  favorites  is  said  with 
great  gusto: 

(mysteriously,  slow,  and  drawled) 

Dark  and  threatening  was  the  night, 

(lighter  voice,  quicker) 

A storm  is  drawing  nigh. 

(rapidly,  raiher  lightly) 

Vivid  streaks  of  lightening 

Flashed  across  the  dark- 
ened sky. 

(mysteriously,  moderately 
slow) 

But  look!  from  an  un- 
known wood 

There  creeps  a vengious 
man 

With  a blood  stained 
club  in  his  out- 
stretched hand. 

(very  slowly) 

He  brings  it  down  with  an  awful  thud!  (pause) 

And  there  lies  murdered  on  the  cold,  damp 
ground, 

(lightly)  A JITTERBUG. 

This  alone  makes  T.  T.  worth  knowing. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


'REAL  PIPE-JOY  ^ 
TO  GAIN/  f 

nothing  to  lose 

IS  HOW  I SIZED 

IIP  pa's  NO-RISK 
OFFER.  ^ 
pipe-joy  T 

T CAME  OUT  J 
ps-  ON  TOP!  / 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 


Copyright.  1939 
R.  J.  Reynolds 
Tobacco  Co. 


Coolness..  . mellowness  . . . 

andplentyof  rich, full  body ! That’s 
the  combination  it  takes  to  put 
real  joy  in  a pipe.  Get  it  with 
Prince  Albert  — the  tobacco  that’s 
“no-bite”  treated  to  remove  harsh- 
ness. Prince  Albert  is  “crimp  cut,” 
too,  to  pack  easier,  smoke  slow  and 
even,  and  cake  your  pipe  up  right. 
P.  A.  is  a “buy”  in  any  man’s  lan- 
guage. Get  that  big  red  Prince 
Albert  tin  today  and  start  on  a 
career  of  smooth  smoking  notv! 


I 50 

|Fj  pipefuls  of  fragrant 
I tobacco  in  every  2-or.. 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 

I 

SO  MILD 
SO  TASTY 


P.A.  PLEASES- OR  IT’S  ON  US! 


Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince 
Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked, 
return  the  pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of 
the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  within 
a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  re- 
fund full  purchase  price,  plus  postage. 
( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co., 
Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina 


Caller:  I would  like  to  see  thf 

Judge,  please. 

Secretary:  I'm  sorry,  sir,  but  he  is 
at  dinner. 

Caller:  But  my  man,  my  errand  is 
important. 

Secretary:  It  can't  be  helped,  sir. 
His  honor  is  at  steak. 


Dizzy  Definitions 

Catarrh  is  a musical  instrument, 
especially  in  Spain. 

Louis  XVI  was  gelalined. 

The  liver  is  an  infernal  organ. 

The  Tropic  of  Cancer  is  a rare  dis- 
ease. 

An  etching  is  a ticklish  feeling. 

A momentum  is  what  you  give  a 
person  when  they  are  leaving. 


"I  want  you  to  meet  him.  He  is  a 
good  mixer!'' 

"But  I never  drink!" 


The  two  pretty  young  things  were 
having  an  awful  time  backing  the  car 
into  a short  parking  space  along  the 
curb. 

One  of  them  called  out  a warning: 
"Look  out,  or  you'll  hit  that  tree!" 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,"  replied  the 
girl  at  the  wheel.  "Can  a tree  sue?” 


Boastful  Angler:  I've  had  a three 
hours'  fight  with  a salmon. 

Bored  Friend:  Yes,  can-openers 

are  most  annoying. 


Conductor:  How  old  is  your  little 
boy? 

Mother:  Four. 

Conductor:  How  old  are  you,  little 
boy? 

Boy:  Four. 

Conductor:  Well,  madam,  I'll  let 
him  ride  this  time,  but  when  he  grows 
up  he'll  be  either  a liar  or  a giant. 


"The  bravest  man  I ever  knew," 
said  Smith,  "was  the  chap  who  took 
a taxi  to  the  bankruptcy  court,  and 
then,  instead  of  paying  his  fare,  in- 
vited the  driver  in  as  a creditor." 

Hostess  (to  newly-married  naval 
officer):  They  tell  me  your  wife  is 

one  in  a thousand. 

Officer:  Oh,  I say,  you  mustn't  be- 
lieve all  you  hear  about  the  navy. 


Salesman:  Now  here  is  a book  en- 
titled, "How  I Worked  My  Farm  for 
Profit." 

Farmer:  I haven't  any  time  to  read 
fiction. 


Actress:  Tomorrow  evening,  dar- 
ling, I make  my  debut.  Send  me  flow- 
ers— lots  of  flowers. 

Manager:  Oh,  don't  be  so  pessi- 
mistic, dearest. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


NOT  IN  LOVE 

BY  AN  AUTHORITY 


Spring  is  here.  I thrill  to  the  new  green  leaves  and 
crocus  buds,  but  from  a purely  botanical  point  of  view. 
I like  to  hear  the  first  warbling  of  the  robin  and  see 
him  guarding  the  little  blue  eggs  in  the  nest,  but  from 
a purely  zoological  point  of  view.  I feel  graceful  and 
clean  and  very  young,  but  it's  simply  because  I just 
got  a new  hair-do.  Spring  is  here,  and  it's  beautiful,  but 
I look’at  it  from  a very  scientific  point  of  view,  because 
I've  never  been  in  love. 

I understand  why  a boy  and  girl  will  wander  hand  in 
hand  down  the  proverbial  country  lane,  because  I've 
been  to  the  movies,  and  I passed  Zoology  If  with  a 
"B",  but  I'd  still  rather  lead  the  band. 

Maybe  Nature  and  Beauty  and  songwriters  are  on 
the  side  of  the  happy  couple,  but  after  holding  hands 
behind  the  dairy,  on  the  back  road,  in  the  apple  orchard 
and  in  Bacteriology  lab,  I'd  think  the  two  people  would 
get  so  damned  tired  of  one  another! 

Sometimes  I think  maybe  love  is  good  for  taking 
your  mind  off  the  disappearance  of  the  6th  Avenue  "L", 
and  why  you  have  to  have  a cherry  on  a fudge  sundae, 
and  Bill  Borah,  and  then  I think  of  all  the  horrible  things 
that  happen  to  you  in  return,  and  start  being  against  it 
all  over  again. 

I could  be  in  love  on  Monday,  because  I don't  like 
warmed-over  lamb,  but  then  I'd  want  an  appetite  the 
other  six  days  of  the  week.  This,  my  loving  friends  tell 
me,  is  impossible.  And  anyway,  if  you're  really  in 
love  you  eat  twice  as  much  as  ever  before  and  let  those 
poor  piners  who  harbor  an  infatuation  do  all  the  starv- 
ing. Well,  I'm  buxom  enough  as  it  is,  and  I can't  afford 
to  eat  twice  as  much  till  after  the  fifteenth  anyway. 

Maybe  I just  didn't  start  early  enough.  There  was 
one  young  lad,  the  winner  of  the  Grade  4b  Freckle 
Contest,  that  I could  have  worked  up  a little  some- 
thing with,  but  I put  my  bookbag  down  on  his  salt  and 
flour  map  of  the  Middle  Atlantic  States  one  day,  and 
romance  died. 

Then  there  was  the  shepherd  of  the  Presbyterian 
Christmas  pageant,  who  was  a hero  up  until  dress  re- 


hearsal night.  The  cheesecloth  toga  didn't  do  a thing 
for  him,  and  romance  No.  2 was  bowed  out. 

My  third  and  last  try  was  a prominent  cornetist  in  the 
high  school  band.  That  promised  to  be  the  real  thing, 
valentines,  band  letter  and  all.  For  a whole  winter  I 
stood  in  front  of  a bandstand,  making  technical  remarks 
about  triple  tongues,  and  just  when  I had  indeed  earned 
the  right  to  be  called  cornet  widow,  in  quick  succession 
Lochinvar  got  a spot  with  Major  Bowes,  played  one 
night  in  Uniontown  and  hasn't  been  heard  from  since. 
That  was  my  last  try,  and  I guess  since  then  I just 
haven't  cared. 

I have  nothing  against  college  boys.  They're  all 
right  if  taken  in  small  doses.  But  the  big  shots  smother 
you  with  personality,  and  the  small  fry  make  you  wish 
you'd  stayed  home  and  played  Mah  Jong.  One  night 
of  jitterbug,  life  back  home  in  Galesville,  or  did  I ever 
tell  ya  about  my  geography  medal,  and  I've  had 
enough.  It's  a bull  session  at  the  house,  a coke  with 
the  gals,  hello  and  so  long  to  any  male  with  an  athletic 
book  for  mine. 

All  the  hand  holders  I know  warn  me  with  "Wait, 
your  turn  will  come,  and  then  it'll  be  a different  story." 
I'm  no  prophet,  but  unless  whoever  the  sucker  is  can 
operate  at  a distance  of,  say  three  hundred  miles,  I 
won't  be  interested.  "Show  me  one  good  reason  for 
throwing  away  a peacefully  indifferent  life  for  midnight 
sessions  in  the  press  box,"  say  I,  "and  I'll  show  you 
a coarse  guffaw." 

As  it  stands  I can  drive  out  to  the  races  without  re- 
porting to  anyone,  whom  I stood  at  the  rail  with.  I can 
sit  on  the  library  steps  and  talk  to  George  Meeks, 
Jimmie  Kehoe,  or  even  Bill  Howard  with  an  absolutely 
clear  conscience.  No  one  but  Mother  cares  if  I don't 
wear  rubbers  and  go  without  lunch.  My  hair  comb,  nail 
polish,  and  style  of  driving  a car  are  all  my  own 
choice,  and  thank  God  I can  sit  out  under  a tree,  all 
by  myself,  without  anybody  muttering  along  beside  me. 

So  life  is  glorious  and  free.  And  spring  is  here,  and 
trees,  and  flowers,  and  birds,  and  Love,  so  they  tell  me. 
And  I tell  them,  so  what? 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seventeen 


c 


'You'd  better  sew  this  up,  Lucy,  before  I trip  over  it. 


IN  THE  SPRING 

"In  the  spring  a young  man's  fancy 
Lightly  turns  to  thoughts  of  love" 
And  you'll  see  him  on  the  campus 
Wooing  neath  the  stars  above. 

Trees  are  budding,  violets  blooming, 
And  the  rose  starts  to  unfold. 

Nature  quickens  every  heartbeat 
Making  Cupid  grow  too  bold. 

All  the  seasons  bring  forth  lovers, 
Here  at  Maryland,  anyway. 

In  the  Fall  a newborn  romance 
Acts  as  though  it's  here  to  stay. 
You  will  see  in  cold  December 
Lovers  walking  arm  in  arm 
Through  the  blinding  Winter  snow 
storms, 

Just  their  love  to  keep  them  warm. 
Almost  any  night  convenient 
Take  a stroll  to  A & S; 

There,  or  other  famous  places 
You'll  see  love,  you  must  confess. 
And  this  isn't  just  in  Springtime; 

It  goes  on  the  whole  year  round, 

In  the  Summer,  Fall,  or  Winter, 
Easily  it  can  be  found. 

So  why  say  a young  man's  fancy 
Turns  to  love  just  in  the  Spring? 
Seems  to  me  in  any  season 
Love's  the  all-important  thing! 

— J.  W. 

OLD  LINE 

"I  think  she's  as  pretty  as  she  can 
be." 

"Most  girls  are." 


"I  met  a girl  in  a revolving  door 
and  now  we  go  around  together." 

"Ho,  hum.  That's  nothing.  I got 
engaged  to  a girl  with  a wooden  leg 
and  I broke  it  off." 


She:  Why  in  the  world  did  women 
take  up  knitting  anyway? 

He:  To  give  them  something  to 
think  about  while  they  talk. 


"I  hear  you've  been  to  a school  for 
stuttering.  Did  it  cure  you?" 

"Peter  Piper  picked  a peck  of 
pickled  peppers." 

"Why,  that's  wonderful!" 

"Yes,  but  it's  d-d-darned  hard  to 
work  into  an  ordinary  c-c-conversa- 
tion." 


"Mamma,  what  does  the  word 
'gentleman'  mean?" 

"That,  my  little  darling,  is  a word 
we  ladies  generally  apply  to  a man 
we  don't  know  very  well." 


A beautiful  debutante,  Doris, 

Was  starred  in  the  Onyx  Club 
Chorus, 

Though  her  dancing  was  torrid, 

Her  singing  was  horrid, 

And  the  patrons  cried  "Doris,  you 
bore  us!" 


Eighteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


(Continued  from  page  6) 

My  father  has  voted  in  every  election  for  the  past 
thirty  years. 

Unemployedly 
I,  Percival  Quinn. 

Washington,  D.  C. 
March  10,  1939. 

Mr.  Percival  Quinn, 

The  University  of  Maryland, 

College  Park,  Md. 

My  dear  Mr.  Quinn: 

Please  let  me  tell  you  how  happy  I was  to  hear  from 
you,  and  convey  my  best  wishes  to  your  tather. 

If  ever  I can  be  of  service  to  you,  do  not  hesitate  to 
let  me  know.  Remember  that  I am  here  only  to  serve 
you  as  best  I can.  Please  believe  that  I am 

Sincerely  yours, 

Sham  Billingsgate. 

University  of  Md 
College  Park  Md 
March  11  1939 

Senator  Sham  Billingsgate 
The  Senate 

Washington  D C 
Dear  Sir 

Of  course  you  can  do  something  tor  me  what  about 
my  job  my  father  has  voted  in  every  election  for  the 
past  thirty  years. 

Relentlessly 

I,  Percival  Quinn. 

Washington,  D.  C. 
March  14,  1939. 

Mr.  Percival  Quinn, 

The  University  of  Maryland, 

College  Park,  Maryland, 

My  Dear  Mr.  Quinn: 

There  must  be  some  mistake.  I have  not  been  in  the 
Senate  tor  thirty  years.  I have  been  in  the  Senate  only 
four  years. 

Please  believe  that  I am 

Sincerely  yours, 

Sham  Billingsgate. 

University  of  Md 
College  Park  Md 
March  15  1939 

Senator  Sham  Billingsgate 
The  Senate 

Washington  D C 
Dear  Sham 

Never  mind  about  the  job  at  any  salary  as  I have 
just  received  a letter  from  my  tather  who  says  quote 


never  mind  about  what  you  are  going  to  do  this  sum- 
mer I have  already  made  plans  for  you  and  I don't 
mean  no  trip  to  Europe  either  unquote. 

Dolefully 

I,  Percival  Quinn. 


(Continued  from  page  8) 

and  Organic  Labs  every  night  till  the  wee  hours — You 
might  manage  to  have  dinner  together  on  Sundays. 
But  if  you  think  she'll  believe  you  when  you  sneak  in 
the  door  some  black  morning  and  stumble  over  the  cat, 
and  then  explain  meekly  that  you  had  to  stay  late  to 
finish  an  experiment— -Sounds  like  an  old,  old  story. 

Even  if  you  do  spend  a few  evenings  at  home,  to  do 
a few  lessons,  the  wife  may  not  find  discussions  of 
integrals  and  safety  factors  and  normal  curves  of  dis- 
tribution and  1,  2,  5,  8-tetrahydroxy-anthraquinone 
altogether  to  her  feminine  liking.  Maybe  she'd  rather 
listen  to  Bing  Crosby,  or  talk  about  a new  fur  coat.  . . . 

But  if  you  can  find  someone  who  fulfills  even  half 
of  your  requirements  for  the  perfect  dream  wife,  if  you 
think  you  can  ignore  the  few  above  obstacles  to  marital 
bliss,  go  ahead,  brother — That  is  unless  you  wouldn't 
like  to  be  walking  across  the  campus  some  fair  day 
and  have  a brood  of  four  or  five  kiddies  run  up  to  you 
and  yell  "Hello  Daddy." 


"Are  you  a good  carpenter?” 

"Sure." 

"Well,  how  do  you  make  a Venetian  blind?” 
"Stick  your  finger  in  his  eye.” 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Nineteen 


*7<4e  UIOODRIDGE 

Service  and  Quality  are  what  you  will  receive  from  these 
advertisers  of  the  Woodridge  Neighborhood  in  northeast 
Washington.  To  prove  this  to  you,  they  invite  your  patronage. 


Where  There’s  Beauty 


0 or  ijour  corsaqes  yet  in  touch  with  tin 


There  is  Charm 

HIGHLIGHT  YOUR  CHARM  WITH  OUR 


Individual  Beauty  Aids  and  Hair  Styling 
For  Spring 


Uloodridge  flower  Shop 

2123  RHODE  ISLAND  AVENUE,  N.  E. 
NORTH  7701 


MARION'S  SHINGLE  SHOPPES,  Inc. 

3523  12th  ST.,  N.  E.  2035  R.  I.  AVE.,  N.  E. 

BROOKLAND,  D.  C.  WOODRIDGE,  D.  C. 

Dupont  7368  Est.  1925  Dupont  9023 

HOURS  9 TO  8:30  P.  M 


Woodridge  Hardware  Co. 

3423  18th  Street,  N.  E.  Dupont  6330 

PITTSBURGH  PAINT  PRODUCTS 

Fertilizers  Garden  Tools  Seeds 


Campos  Hems 

Everyone  is  wearing  KEDS  THE  SPORT  SHOE  WITH 
A STYLE  FOR  EVERY  ACTIVITY.  Keds  have  long 
been  a favorite  among  active  college  students 
because  of  their  NEAT  APPEARANCE,  LIGHTWEIGHT 
CONSTRUCTION  AND  DURABILITY.  Make  us  your 
KED  HEADQUARTERS. 

Open  Evenings 

HI  fl  R D f £ L D T'S 

"The  Woodridge  Dry  Goods  Store" 

2018  RHODE  ISLAND  AVENUE,  N.  E. 


10th  ANNIVERSARY  SALE 

Quality  Furniture  at  Greatly  Reduced  Prices 

Thompson  Furniture  Co. 

1810  Rhode  Island  Avenue,  N.  E.  Potomac  1112 
Open  Evenings  Until  Up.  in. 


PEELER'S 

DRY  CLEANING  SERVICE 

2300  RHODE  ISLAND  AVENUE,  N.  E.  DUPONT  1413 

CLEANING  PRESSING 

DYEING  REPAIRING 

W.  I.  Peeler,  graduate  of  National  Institute  of  Dry  Cleaning 
Formerly  Textile  Analyst 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


On  campus,  llonry  walked  alone, 

II  is  breath  made  all  the  "lovelies”  groan. 
But  then  lie  took  to  Cryst -O-Mints, 

And  now  he's  treated  like  a prince. 


ynn  A T • Everybody’s  breath  offends  now 
IVI  I I ll  f \ I i ■ »*»d  then.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet- 
en and  refresh  your  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 


Winner  this  Issue: 
VIRGINIA  ARMIGER 


The  Wisecrack: 

A stork  is  a bird  that  is  often  blamed  for  what  a 
lark  has  caused. 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
"The  Old  Line" 


o o o 


WOODSTOCK 


TYPEWRITERS 


O O O 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington — 1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore— 301  W.  Fayette  St. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


'T AIN'T  TOO 
LATE  TO  GET 
YOUR  ENTRY 
INTO  THE  . . . 


It  Happened 
Like  This  . . . 

I've  never  told  this  story  before  to  anyone,  but  so 
many  people  have  asked  me  why  I flunked  Early 
Roman  Verse  Forms  Is,  and  I have  begun  to  get  so 
tired  of  it,  that  I've  finally  decided  to  tell  the  whole 
thing.  The  truth  of  the  matter  is  this.  I wanted  to  take 
The  Influence  of  William  Wordsworth  on  Tennyson, 
Browning,  and  The  Later  Romantics  ly  because  my 
girl  is  in  it.  But  it  happens  that  Early  Roman  Verse 
Forms  Is  is  right  next  to  TIOWWOTBATLR  ly  on  the 
Registrar's  list  of  coming  attractions,  and  through  some 
slip  up  I got  signed  up  for  Early  Roman,  etc.  Is  before  I 
knew  what  was  happening. 

Well,  I went  to  class  a couple  of  times,  and  it  occurred 
to  me  that  we  were  starting  pretty  far  back  for  back- 
ground material;  but  when  my  tootsie  didn't  show  up,  I 
really  began  to  get  suspicious.  So  I walked  right  up 
to  the  prof.,  and  I said,  "Hey,  what  the  hell  kind  of  a 
course  is  this.  Tootsie  hasn't  been  here  for  a week,  and 
besides  when  are  we  going  to  get  to  WW?"  Well,  he 
told  me  what  kind  of  a course  it  was  in  a few  well- 
chosen  words,  and  also  what  he  thought  of  Tootsie,  all 
of  which  I shall  not  repeat  here.  So  I decided  to  drop; 
the  course. 

Now,  when  I decide  to  do  a thing,  I do  it.  Right  away 
I went  down  to  the  dean's  office,  and  they  gave  me  a 
little  sheet  of  paper  with  drop  and  add  on  it.  I explained 
to  the  girl  that  I didn't  want  to  add  anything,  I just 


wanted  the  right  course,  but  she  didn't  understand  very 
well  and  just  kept  telling  me  to  fill  out  the  sheet.  Finally, 
by  attaching  part  of  my  shirt  tail  to  the  sheet  with  my 
tie  pin,  I managed  to  get  the  names  of  both  courses 
down.  Five  hours  later  I got  into  the  dean's  office.  The 
dean  was  sitting  there  with  a pen  in  one  hand  and  a 
letter  opener  in  the  other  like  Hamlet,  Act  V,  Sc.  2,  but 
he  finally  decided  that  it  wouldn't  be  any  fun  to  stab 
me,  since  I didn't  even  have  an  eversharp,  so  he 
signed. 

Well,  I thought  that  made  everything  o.k.,  but  I had 
a lot  to  learn.  About  six  weeks  later  I got  a letter  from 
the  dean  wanting  to  know  just  why  I hadn't  been  to 
the  past  fourteen  meetings  of  Early  Roman  Verse  Forms 
Is.  Of  course  I told  him  all  about  it,  but  it  seems  that  I 
hadn't  had  the  assistant  head  of  department’s  sister-in- 
law  sign  on  the  proper  line  and  I hadn't  filed  my  birth 
certificate  with  the  registrar.  In  fact,  the  dean  pointed 
out,  I had  behaved  in  a thoroughly  reprehensible  and 
subversive  fashion. 

So  of  course  I had  to  start  out  all  over  again.  Well, 
by  the  time  I had  gotten  my  shirt  tail  firmly  affixed  to 
the  document,  finals  had  started.  I had  some  difficulty 
in  explaining  to  my  old  man  how  that  "F"  got  on  my 
record,  but  he  finally  agreed  that  if  I would  work  it  off 
this  year,  he  would  shorten  the  length  of  the  club  to 
three  feet  and  shave  it  down  to  eleven  pounds. 

Now  take  it  from  me,  don't  ever  try  to  drop  a course. 
When  I got  back  to  school  this  last  fall,  I look  in  the 
catalogue  and  what  do  I see?  "Early  Roman  Verse 
Forms  Is,  (not  given  in  1938-39.)” 


OLD 

LINE 

TALENT 

CONTEST 


And  ii  war  comes,  and  Maryland  must  send 
Her  youth  from  this  free  and  untrammeled  soil 
To  fight  in  hells  of  bombs  and  gas.  to  toil 
On  foreign  waste  land  to  its  Journey's  End, 

If  only  girls  and  invalids  remain 
To  learn  of  wounded  brothers,  talk  of  those 
Killed  yesterday  in  noble  strife,  suppose 
This  were  to  happen,  as  it  can  again. 

In  all  the  cries  of  "Damn  the  enemy" 

And  "Kill  their  youth  as  they  did  ours",  someone 
May  whisper  of  the  thing  she  might  have  done 
To  tell  these  young  before  they  crossed  the  sea. 
"Not  long  ago  your  fathers  lived  that  hell 
As  you  will  now,  and  all  your  sons  as  well." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Twenty-three 


"He  went  that  way,  sir!" 


Little  Boy:  "Say,  mister,  let  me 
have  six  of  those  diapers." 

Clerk:  "Here  you  are  sonny. 

That'll  be  ninety  cents  for  the  diapers, 
and  three  cents  for  the  tax." 

Little  Bey:  "The  hell  with  the  tacks, 
me  brother  uses  safety  pins." 


(Continued  from  page  5) 

"Well  listen,"  said  one,  "I'm  a good 
guy,  see,  but  if  you're  going  to  play 
two  women  against  each  other  . . 

The  breeze  kept  the  rest  to  herself. 
Someday  mayhap,  she  will  bring  it 
back. 


# y5E- 


"Shay,  is  this  the  weather  man?" 
"Yes." 

"Well!  You've  lef'  it  raining  down 
on  our  block." 


— Adv. 


Women  are  taking  a lot  of  jobs 
away  from  men  these  days,  but  there 
is  one  job  they'll  never  take  away. 
Can  you  imagine  a woman  auctioneer 
standing  behind  a bed  asking.  "Will 
anyone  make  me  an  offer?" 


FORGETFUL 

The  mid-day  whistle  had  blown 
when  Murphy  shouted:  "Has  anyone 
seen  me  vest?" 


"Sure,  Murphy," 
"ye've  got  it  on." 


said  Cassidy, 


"Right  an'  I have,"  said  Murphy, 
"an'  it's  a good  thing  you  noticed  it 
or  I'd  have  gone  home  without  it." 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


Woodward  & Lothrop 

10th,  llth,  F and  G STREETS  . WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


The  College  Way 

College  men  have  a way  of  thinking 
differently,  a certain  swing  and 
debonair  feeling  in  their  dress  — 
the  college  way  is  expressed  in  the 
Woodward  & Lothrop's  Men's  Store 
in  styles  you  prefer  this  Spring. 


• A not  too  serious  attempt  at  "dress"  in  an  ever  constant 

sports  coat.  Many  patterns  in  tweeds,  <r  -i  m , COC 

camelshair,  Shetlands  * 1 O to  *^0 

• Slacks  in  an  easy,  casual  cut  in  lighter  Spring  weight  and 

colors.  Plain,  self-weaves,  stripes  50 1 $ 1 O 50 

in  coverts,  gabardines,  flannels.  * 1 ' i.  C j" 

• Light  Spring  sweater,  sleeveless  styles  too,  for  cool  cam- 
pus evenings.  Brown,  tan,  natural,  qreen,  eo  . c l r\ 

white,  blue ...  M to  * 1 (J 

• On  foot  for  Spring  are  comfortable  crepe-sole  shoes.  Brown 

calf  in  wing-tip,  plain  toe  and  moc-  jpn  75+  $Q  50 
casin  type O’  to  O' 


THE  MEN'S  STORE,  SECOND  FLOOR 


settling  down  to  books  as  an  after-thought  or  a last 
resort. 

Modern  statistics  testify  to  the  fact  that  feminine 
college  graduates  are  rather  fearful  beings;  they  are 
having  difficulty  fixing  themselves  up  with  husbands. 
Pardon  me  while  I sit  back  and  quietly  glow  at  the 
prospect  of  my  graduation.  It  will  be  very  pleasant 
being  sure  of  a man  and  a diploma  at  the  same  time. 


(Continued  from  page  8) 

need  a college  degree  to  cope  with  Today,  and  whose 
offspring  are  suffering  from  love-bug  infection,  will  be 
acting  most  wisely  if  they  decide  to  let  the  young 
things  leave  their  mothers  and  continue  their  education 
at  the  same  time.  Young  couples  who  have  no  fond 
parents  eager  to  send  checks  to  the  registrar,  can  be 
spurred  on  to  work  their  way  to  degrees  by  no  ambition 
greater  than  the  knowledge  that  they  have  burned  their 
bridges  behind  them  and  are  working  together  for  the 
glory  of  their  own  family  of  two. 

When  they  with  the  lifted  eyebrows  go  on  to  agitate 
about  what  a handicap  marriage  is  to  study,  snickers 
spill  out  of  my  sleeve.  Evidently  they  haven't  a very 
real  idea  of  the  daily  activity  of  the  average  unmarried 
college  student.  They  certainly  don't  contrast  the 
business-like  attitude  of  the  student  whose  love-life  is 
sewed  up  securely,  with  the  glorified  boarding  school 
ideas  of  the  young  latchers.  They  are  not  checking 
up  to  the  time  wasted  by  unattached  campus  Romeos 
and  Juliets,  who  fling  themselves  into  one  violent  but 
momentary  love  affair  after  another  with  nothing  to 
show  for  it  but  low  averages,  not  even  the  fraternity 
pin — who  never  enter  the  library  without  first  giving 
the  glad  eye  to  all  the  collegiate  socialites  in  sight,  and 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  & Line  Plates 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  19TH  STREET,  N.  \\  . 

JVashington,  D.  C. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Twenty-five 


(Continued  from  page  11) 

those  that  did  something  wrote,  edited,  and  in  dictatorial 
fashion  created  a new  Constitution  which  in  their 
opinion  is  good  stuff.  It  may  be  good,  but  we,  the 
students  (who  don't  believe  they  can  write),  haven't 
seen  it.  Who  has?  We  want  a vote.  Even  if  the 
SGA  doesn't  do  anything,  if  they  need  a Constitution, 
we  want  to  write  it.  And  who  were  the  boys  down  at 
the  Grill  when  the  moguls'  meeting  was  supposed  to 
be  transpiring?  How  about  it,  SGA?-  Z.Z.Z.,  XICVII." 

We  do  not  have  space  to  discuss  in  detail  slightly  less 
frequent  opi.  But  we  must  mention:  (1)  Recently  created 
Dining  Hall  Racket  editorial,  discussing  sensational, 
stupendous  expose  of  possible  unsavory  cooking; 
(2)  Frat  rushing  editorial  (annually  in  Fall).  "Be  careful 
everybody.  . . . How  about  rushing  in  February,  or 
June,  or  next  year  or  something?"  (3)  R.  O.  T.  C.  edi- 
torial (annually  in  Fall).  "Army  is  great  stuff.  Besides 
learning  how  to  be  an  honest  citizen,  it  is  healthy 
exercise  to  sit  in  the  Coliseum  or  Ag  Auditorium  every 
Tuesday  and  Thursday."  Then,  too,  you  learn  to  shoot 
a squirrel  with  a 37  millimeter  gun  at  three  feet,  which 
is  handy  knowledge  for  a hungry  college  graduate. 

About  once  every  two  weeks,  we,  and  along  with 
us  an  indefinable,  intangible  something  known  tritely  as 
school  spirit,  need  a little  moral  boosting.  Carbon  copy 
1222  DX-ABC,  written  dim  ages  ago,  realizes  that  need. 
The  printer  has  instructions  to  insert  this  job  whenever 
there  is  any  room  (more  than  one  line,  that  is;  other- 
wise we  learn  that  in  1930  the  population  of  Punxsu- 
tawney,  Pa.,  was  9,266). 

There  are  two  variations  of  this  theme.  One,  the 
infrequent  type,  says:  "Sesketo  Hoyokazota,  Japanese 
fascist,  personal  friend  of  Adolph  Hitler,  and  instructor 
at  Georgetown,  spoke  in  the  University  Auditorium 
(former  cattle  judging  platform,  we  are  reminded  else- 
where) last  night.  Great  interest  and  student  support 
showed  that  in  spite  of  our  personal  views  we  are 
courteous  to  visitors  in  the  Maryland  tradition.  Mr. 


FOOD  SPECIALTIES! 

We  offer  a complete  line  of  fine  quality  grocer- 
ies, including  a full  selection  of  Birds- Eye  froz- 
en foods  at  reasonable  prices. 

We  offer  one  item  each  day  from  our 
meat  department  at  a special  price. 

CARR  bros_  & BOSWELL,  3E: 

RIVERDALE  STORE  HYATTSVILLE  STORE 

Hyattsville  381-382  Hyattsville  201-202 

Berwyn  460  Berwyn  345 


RICH'S 

proudly  announce i the  openina  of  its  newly 
modernized  MEN'S  SHI II*  dedicated  to  your 
ihoppiny  comfort.  f~]°u  are  cordially  invi  ted 
to  visit  us  in  our  smartly  designed  quarters  on 

and  after  TUESDAY,  MARCH  21st. 

RICH'S  MEN'S  SHOP 

F STREET  AT  TENTH  * WASHINGTON 


WHITE  TOWER  503 

HAMBURGERS  ...  5c 

Service  in  your  car 

OPEN  DAY  & NIGHT  . LADIES  INVITED 
Any  Item  Can  be  Conveniently 

Prepared  to  Take  with  You  “BUY  A BAGFUL’ ’ 


Hoyokazota's  speech  showed  the  interest  of  students 
and  the  need  of  more  high-brow,  high-class  culture 
and  stuff."  Mostly  stuff. 

Type  two,  much  more  common,  says:  "The  Maryland 
Slashers  played  a great  game  of  (defensive)  football 
Saturday.  It  is  not  important  whether  we  lost  or  won 
(we  lost).  It  is  not  important  that  we  lost  five  previous 
games  out  of  five.  The  lack  of  school  spirit  is  impor- 
tant— and  deplorable.  At  the  end  of  the  half — although 
Maryland  was  playing  great  (defensive)  football,  and 
the  weather  was  fine  in  spite  of  a slight  wind,  rain 
storm,  and  sudden  cold  wave — many  students  were 
actually  seen  leaving  the  stands.  Such  lack  of  coopera- 
tion is  not  only  discourteous  and  deplorable  but  not 
in  the  Maryland  tradition.  Are  we  to  be  defeated  by 
defeat?  Turn  out  at  the  next  game — on  the  ball, 
students,  and  try  learning  a school  yell." 

After  such  rousing,  soul-stirring  words  we  are  sure 
everyone  drops  whatever  he  has  to  drop,  double  times 
down  to  the  stadium  and  yells  himself  hoarse  for  Md.  U. 
Soon  we'll  have  3,000  cheer  leaders.  We  haven't  seen 
the  great  exodus,  but  we  wouldn't  know — we're  busy 
panning  editorials — not  that  we  don't  like  editorials — 


THE  BLEND  THAT  CAIV’t  BE  COPIED 

THE  RIGHT  COMBINATION  OF  THE  WORLD'S  BEST  CIGARETTE  TOBACCOS 
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Copyright  1939,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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• WITNESSED  STATEMENT  SERIES: 

"$olv  American 

MEANS  FINE  TOBACCO  FOR  LUCKIES 


F.  E.  McLAUGHLIN,  auctioneer,  has 
been  "in  tobacco”  for  13  years.  He 
says:  "I've  never  yet  seen  Luckies 
buy  anything  but  the  best  tobacco 
...so  I’ve  smoked  them  since  1928.” 


J/ave  you  fried  a 
lucky  /ate/y  P 

Recent  tobacco 


crops  have  been 
outstanding  in  quality.  New  meth- 
ods, developed  by  the  United  States 
Government, have  helped  the  farmer 
grow  finer  tobacco.  As  independent 
experts  point  out,  Luckies  have 
always  bought  the  cream  of 
the  crop.  Thoroughly  aged, 
these  fine  tobaccos  are  now 
k ready  for  you.  A nd  so  Luckies 
are  better  than  ever  .Have  you 
tried  a Lucky  lately  ? Try  them 
for  a week  and  know  why  . . . 


With  Men  Who 
Know  Tobacco  Best 
It's  Luckies  2 to  I 


Easy  on  Your  Throat- 
BecauselT'S  TOASTED 


Tobacco  Company 
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THE  OLD  LINE 


Scene  1 -Maggie  Brent. 

Time — 10:30  a.  m. 

Junior  Coed — Listen,  I can't  keep  them  on  the  phone 
a minute  longer.  Stop  mugwumpin'  and  tell  me — Will 
you  or  won't  you? 

Frosh  Coed — Oh,  I don't  know — Is  he  cute? 

J.  C. — Listen — I can't  stand — 

Froshette — O.  K.  I'll  do  it.  But  Mother  always 
warned  me  about  blind  dates. 

Scene  2 — College  Avenue. 

Time — 2:30  p.  m. 

First  Fraternity  Man — Turn  turn  ta  dee  turn  turn  ta 
dee  yo  ho  yo  ho  yo  oof! 

Second  Ditto — Uumpp! 

Third  Ditto — Ough! 

Waugh!  Ouch! 

Damn! 

First — Listen,  team, 

(gasp,  gasp,  gasp)  I 
can  see  your  point 
about  the  sled  and 
the  birdcage  and  the 
piano,  but  I'll  be 
damned  if  I can  see 
how  we're  going  to 
get  this  frigidaire  in 
the  Phi  Delt  bunga- 
low. 

Scene  3 — Maggie  Brent. 

Time — 8:30  p.  m. 

Sound  Effect — Swish! 

Froshette — Gertie — Gertie — Gee,  Gertie,  didn't  it 
mean  anything  to  you  when  we  went  through  that 
pledging  ceremony  together?  If  you  stay  in  there  any 
longer  you'll  go  down  the  drain. 

Gertie — Relax- -I'm  coming  out. 

Froshette — Thanks,  Gertie -Gosh,  this  shower  feels 
wonderful. 

Somebody  opening  the  door -Hey! 

Froshette — Glub? 

Somebody — Your  date's  here. 

Scene  4 — Gym  Armory. 

Time — After  10. 

Sound  Effect — !!  Larry  Clinton  and  the  boys. 

Cute  Campus  Date — Oh  Don!  Look  at  all  these  darl- 
ing little  booths.  I think  all  the  fraternities  are  terribly 
clever.  Let's  walk  around  and  get  a good  look  at  them. 

Don — All  right.  We  did  put  a lot  of  work  on  our  booth. 
You  know,  it  took  ten  of  us — 

C.  C.  D. — Hello,  Jake.  Hi,  there  Leo,  how  are  you? 

Don — Imagine,  honey,  we  worked — 

C.  C.  D. — Hi,  Bert,  Warren.  How  are  you,  Tommy? 
I think  your  booth  is  wonderful. 


Don — Listen,  I was  trying  to  tell  you  about — - 

C.  C.  D. — Oh,  Kelso — Isn't  this  cute?  How  are  you, 
Eddie,  I haven't  seen  you  for  ages — 

Don-  Wait  a minute,  let's — 

C.  C.  D. — Hello,  Rip  and  Pete — Don,  stop  yanking  my 
arm.  Hi,  Forrest-  Hi,  Snorty — Don!  Where  are  we 
going? 

Don — Were  going  back  to  the  Theta  Chi  booth  and 
sit  down. 

Scene  5 — Same  place. 

Time — Later. 

Sound — Sweetly  the  same. 

First  Eager  Youth — Sam!  Hi,  there  fella,  glad  we 
saw  you. 

Second  Youth, 
seemingly  rather 
blase  about  the 
whole  thing  — Hello, 
Doug.  Miss  Stan- 
hope, I'd  like  to  pre- 
sent Mr.  Douglas. 
Miss  Stanhope  is 
from  NATIONAL 
PARK  SEMINARY, 
Doug. 

Doug — Well,  this  is 
really  a pleasure.  I've 
really  been  hearing 
reports  about  you,  Miss  Stanhope.  Do  you  know — 

Doug's  Date — Don't  you  think  it's  getting  awfully  late, 
Doug? 

Scene  6— Unknown — vaguely  mysterious. 

Time — 3:00  a.  m. 

L.  Clinton — Whew! 

The  Boys — Whew!  Whew!  Whew!  Whew!  Whew! 
Whew!  Whew!  Whew!  Whew!  Whew!  Whew! 

Whew!  Whew!  Whew!  Whew!  Whew!  Whew! 

Scene  7 — Maggie  Brent. 

Time — 3:15  a.  m. 

Sound  Effects — None  (The  proctors  are  still  awake) 

Junior  Coed — Sssst!  It's  me.  Open  the  door — I've 
been  dying  to  know.  Did  you  have  a good  time? 

Froshette — Pardon  me  if  I seem  to  shudder.  It  must 
be  these  drafty  pajamas. 


J.  C. — What  happened?  Didn't  you  feel  well? 
Froshette — I felt  like  the  bride  of  Frankenstein. 

J.  C. — You  didn't  like  your  friend? 

Froshette — I know  now  why  you  called  him  a blind 
date.  No  girl  with  .001  per  cent  vision  would  go  out 
with  him.  Dear  Diary — I went  to  the  Interfraternity  Ball. 
Period. 


CANDID 

CONVERSATIONS 

overheard  on  April  28 
by 

Bess  Paterson 


Just  can’t  be  Weather-Beaten! 


Just  like 
Betty  Petty  . . . 

Old  Golds  love  the 
April  Showers 
For  the  bloom  they 
Give  to  May  flowers. 
But  like  smart  Betty, 
Old  Golds  are 
Doubly  Protected 
Against  the 
Spring  dampness 
That  steals  the 
Freshness  of  a 
Girl’s  curls  or  a 
Cigarette. 

Working  together 
Like  slicker  and 
Umbrella  . . . those  2 
Cellophane  jackets 
On  every  pack 
Just  can’t  be 
Weather-beaten. 

They  keep  0.  Gs’ 
Extra  choice,  extra 
Long-aged  tobaccos 
As  fresh  and  fragrant 
As  the  Tulips  of 
Spring  . . . ready  to 
Delight  your 
2 lips  in  any 
Climate 
Anywhere ! 


Every  pack  wrapped  in  2 jackets 
of  Cellophane;  the  OUTER  jacket 
opens  from  the  BOTTOM. 


ATTENTION!  YOU  PETTY  FANS! 

Semi  10(i  and  2 Old  Gold  wrappers  for  a 
beautiful  4-color  reproduction  of  this  pic- 
ture of  “Hetty  Petty,”  without  advertising, 
suitable  for  framing.  Address:  OLD  GOLD, 
119  West  40th  St.,  New  York  City. 


TUNE  IN  on  Old  (.old's  “Melody  and  Madness”  with  ROBERT  BENCHI.EY  and  ARTIE  SHAW’S  Orchestra,  Sunday  nights,  Columbia  Network,  Coast-to-Coast 

For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  . . . Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 
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MEMOIRS 

8:21 — Left  home — feeling  fine. 

8:23 — Went  through  red  light  . . . Ho  hum. 

8:27 — -Saw  a blonde.  Didn't  see  the  truck.  The  car 
needed  a new  fender  anyway  . . . What  a 
blonde. 

8:45 — Arrived  at  destination  -heavy  date. 

9:15 — Still  waiting.  Damned  all  women. 

9:20  Phyllis  at  last!  Absolutely  gorgeous — divine — a 
perfect  vision  in  pink.  And  only  35  minutes 
late.  For  her  I'd  wait  for  eternity. 

10:00 — Arrived  at  dance,  one  hour  late. 

10:22 — Don't  like  the  band,  don't  like  the  guy  dancing 
with  Phyllis,  don't- 

10:25 — She  is  beautiful — her  name  is  Dorothy — she's 
from  Baltimore.  Didn't  know  anything  beauti- 
ful grew  in  Baltimore.  Must  investigate. 

10:30 — Nice  personality  too.  Decided  Phyllis  is  not  so 
gorgeous,  or  divine. 

10:40 — Decided  I wouldn't  wait  for  Phyllis  for  eternity. 

10:45 — Danced  two  steps  with  Dot — cut. 

10:50-  -Same — cut. 

10:55 — Floor's  too  crowded.  Can't  see  her. 

11:00 — Intermission.  Getting  desperate.  Two  Coca- 
colas,  a grilled  ham  and  cheese,  chocolate 
nut  sundae,  feeling  worse. 

11:25 — Back  to  the  dance.  Danced  two  steps  with 
Phyllis — cut. 

11:34 — Still  can't  find  Dot. 

11:40 — In  desperation,  down  to  the  Grill.  Drowned 
sorrow  in  three  cokes,  also  peanut  butter  sand- 
wich and  banana  split.  Feeling  still  worse. 

11:55 — Can't  see  Dot  or  Phyllis. 

11:59 — Phyllis  is  sitting  over  in  a corner  with  the  lug  I 
don't  like. 

12:25 — At  last!  Found  Dot.  Danced  ten  steps  with  Dot, 
almost  got  her  phone  number — cut. 

12:35  Decided  I don't  like  Phyllis.  Just  saw  Dot  leave. 
Woe  is  me. 

12:59  Danced  last  dance  with  Phyllis.  Feel  bad.  Don't 
like  Phyllis. 

1:00-2:00—? 

2:00-  Barbecue.  Waffles,  two  orders,  two  hamburgers, 
two  doughnuts.  Feel  lousy.  Must  be  love  or 
spring  fever.  Maybe  hunger.  Order  of  hot 
cakes  and  three  root  beers. 

2:40 — Goodnight,  Phyllis.  Went  home  . . . 

8:20  A.M. — Not  hungry,  hardly  touched  breakfast.  Un- 
usual. Sleepy.  Must  be  the  weather.  Found 
Dot  is  in  this  class.  Doesn't  look  so  good  in 
daylight.  Can't  hear  a word  the  prof  is  say- 
ing, must  be  sick — no  appetite,  falling  asleep 
so  early  in  the  morning.  Getting  sleepy  . . . 
very  sleepy  . . . 


Engraving  by  Standard  Engravers,  Washington,  D.  C. 
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THE 


by  Tommy  St.  Clair 


We  were  sitting  in  the  office  with 
a blank  sheet  of  paper  and  a lousy 
typewriter  which  the  regular  staff 
had  handed  us  the  other  day,  think- 
ing of  their  advice  to  us  to  "observe 
human  nature  and  the  rest  is  easy." 
We  were  airing  our  own  opinions 
about  a campus  where  no  one  even 
gets  into  a competitive  goldfish  gulp, 
and  had  just  decided  that  College 
Park  was  about  the  dullest  of  all 
addresses,  when  a story  came  to  us 
that  really  adds  a certain  glamour 
and  mystery  to  the  place. 

A certain  young  Lochinvar  on  the 
hill  is  in  quite  a quandry.  It  seems 
that  every  time  he  goes  anywhere 
with  a certain  young  lady,  something, 
unromantically  enough,  happens  to 
his  pants.  It  all  started  at  a picnic 
when  in  the  course  of  the  usual 
gamboling  around  there  was  a heart- 
breaking rip  of  overalling,  and 
quite  a repair  job  ensued.  Nothing 
more  was  thought  about  it  until  the 
same  two  went  to  a tacky  party  at  his 
fraternity  house.  Someone  started  a 
bean  race  and  pair  number  two  met 
with  the  same  fate  as  had  the  others. 
Taking  all  his  courage  in  hand  the 
young  man  finally  decided  to  chance 
it  again.  This  time  it  was  a dance; 
so  his  best  suit  was  gambled  with. 
The  dance  was  sartorially  a great  suc- 
cess. A full  evening  of  Deep  Purple 
and  Joobalai  and  nothing  had  hap- 
pened to  the  cherished  suit.  He  and 
she  sat  satisfied  in  the  Grill,  patting 
themselves  on  the  back  and  heaving 
sighs  of  relief.  Suddenly  they 
smelled  something  burning.  Our 
hero  leaped  up  slapping  madly  at 


sparks  and  ashes  that  smouldered  on 
his  left  thigh.  When  the  smoke  had 
cleared,  there  in  plain  view  was  a 
space  the  size  of  a silver  dollar.  You 
can  imagine  the  predicament  the  lad 
is  in  now.  And  the  solution  is  not 
easy.  Some  say  no  women,  some 
say  asbestos,  and  others  recommend 
prolonged  solitary  confinement.  We 
admit  it  had  us  puzzled  at  first  till  we 
found  out  that  the  boy  is  an  engineer, 
and  we  remembered  the  old  story 
about  the  engineer  who  had  amps. 

SIGN 

We  saw  our  favorite  sign  of  the 
month  last  week  over  in  Georgetown. 
There  within  whispering  distance  of 
Key  Bridge  is  a store  full  of  mouldy 
nothingness.  And  on  the  foggy  glass 
that  separates  the  concentrated  gloom 
from  noisy  M Street  is  the  somewhat 
worn  yet  dignified  lettering,  which 
says  simply  and  to  the  point,  General 
Bicycle. 

WHIMPLE 

A little  Italian  waiter  showed  us  to 
our  table  the  other  night  at  dinner. 
He  efficiently  seated  all  of  us  and 
then  scurried  around  in  the  back- 
ground, creating  the  general  effect  of 
seeing  that  we  simply  laid  our  coats 
back  on  the  chairs  and  didn't  toss 
them  carelessly  on  the  floor.  He  did 
the  honors  with  three  of  us,  then 
rushed  over  to  assist  the  fourth  in  our 
party  who  was  a lady  in  a chartreuse 
whimple.  This  particular  whimple 
was  not  the  feed  bag  variety,  but 
rather  the  more  conservative  sore 
throat  type.  Little  Antonio  piroutted 
around  and  laid  hold  of  the  dangling 


green  object  from  the  rear.  One  swift 
tug  and  Milady's  bonnet  was  not  only 
askew  but  causing  temporary  stran- 
gulation. The  little  man  fluttered  mid- 
air, like  a humming  bird,  mumbling 
apologies  and  explanations.  Finally 
he  stopped. 

"I  had  a terrible  time  with  veils,'' 
he  moaned,  then  lifting  the  green 
silk,  "and  now  this  thing!"  Shaking 
his  head,  he  picked  up  a napkin  and 
rushed  into  the  kitchen  to  tell  the 
chef  about  it. 

MISSING 

If  what  happened  last  Thursday  is 
any  criterion,  we  think  we're  getting 
let  in  on  the  inner  workings  of  our 
favorite  drive-in.  That  noon  we 
trailed  in  and  sat  down.  A pert  little 
waitress  came  over  and  handed  us 
a large  orange  menu.  We  were 
quietly  debating  between  a scallop 
and  a steak,  when  the  head  waitress 
moved  softly  over  to  our  table.  She 
stared  over  our  shoulder  and  looked 
very  suspiciously  at  us  for  a few 
moments.  We  looked  up  and  were 
just  about  to  order  the  scallop  when 
she  pounced  down  to  our  level, 
snatched  a switch  of  paper  from 
under  the  clip  and  rapidly  confided, 
"The  lamb  stew  is  gone." 

POEM 

There  are  a lot  of  horrible  things 
about  war  scares,  not  the  least  of 
which  is  the  flood  of  protesting 
poetry  that  always  appears.  We 
know  how  it  is  because  we've  often 
been  tempted  to  write  some  our- 
selves. But  we  never  did  anything 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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Varsity  Try-Out 

by  Carolyn  Clugston 


"Varsity  Show  -rehearsal  Wednesday  at  three-thirty 
in  the — " Shucks,  darn  that  left-over  March  wind.  It 
certainly  isn't  very  choosy  when  it  snatches  the 
Diamondback,  but  then — ! Hmm, — It's  three-twenty 
now.  Guess  I'd  better  find  out  where  that  rehearsal  is 
in  a hurry,  or  I'll  be  too  late  to  get  a part  in  the  show. 

"Say,  can  you  tell  me  where  the  Varsity  Show  is?" 

"Varsity,  did  you  say?  All  the  Varsity  men  are  in 
the  Coliseum.  Where  is  the  Coliseum?  Why,  that  big 
red  building  behind  the  Terrapin,  of  course.  Just  go 
down  there  and  ask  for  Doc  Faber.  He'll  fix  you  up." 

Trudge,  Trudge — two  puddles  and  three  accidents 
narrowly  escaped  and  Fred  Astaire,  Jr.,  accosts  the  great 
doors  of  the  Coliseum.  Voices  emerge  from  the  entry 
way  on  the  right,  and  Fred  trails  the  sound  through  the 
underground  mazes  till  he  finds  that  holy  of  holies  of 
the  wearers  of  the  "M",  the  locker  room. 

"Where  can  I find  Dr.  Faber?" 

"Hawk,  why,  he  is  just  over  there,  behind  that  first 
defense  man." 

"Dr.  Faber,  I'd  like  to  try  out  for  the  Varsity." 

"Hmm — what  did  you  say — Varsity!  Seems  to  me 
you're  a little  small  for  this  Varsity — about  115  water- 
soaked,  I'd  say.  No.  I'd  think  you'd  better  go  away 
and  come  back  in  a few  years." 

I couldn't  stand  it.  Not  to  be  allowed  to  just  show 
him  what  I could  do  after  all  these  years  of  study  and 
practice.  I couldn't  see  what  my  size  had  to  do  with  it 
and  the  blow  was  more  than  I could  bear. 

"Please,  Sir,  oh  please.  You'll  never  know  what  it 
would  mean  to  me  to  try  out.  I have  fine  points  that 
don't  show.  Just  give  me  one  chance  to  make  good." 

Tears  came  to  my  eyes.  After  all,  I was  only  21-- 
hardly  a man  yet.  The  other  boys  had  grouped  them- 
selves around  us  in  a kind  of  a circle,  and  I could  see 
that  I was  impressing  them  already  by  the  way  they 
were  laughing  and  joking.  Evidently  Dr.  Faber  began 
to  like  me  too,  for  he  winked  at  one  of  the  biggest  boys 
and  smiled. 

"Well,  o.  k.  Here,  Dick,  give  him  a uniform  and  let 
him  go  out  and  perform  for  us." 

My,  I was  so  very  thrilled.  My  big  chance  at  last. 
The  clothes  the  boy  handed  me  didn't  look  very  much 
like  rehearsal  clothes,  and  I couldn't  imagine  what  on 
earth  that  basket  on  a stick  was  for.  But  I said  nothing; 
just  put  them  on  and  tripped  out  on  the  field. 

It  was  a gem  of  a day,  bright  and  sunny  and  soulful. 
Just  perfect  for  the  beginning  of  a truly  great  career.  I 
hitched  up  the  three-sizes-too-big  pants,  and  skipped 


over  to  Dr.  Faber  for  instructions. 

"How  long  before  I can  do  my  bit?" 

"Right  now.  Here,  pass  the  ball  to  Rip  here." 

"But  there  is  no  point  in  that.  I'm  a solo  man." 

"You  do  what  I say.  There  is  yet  to  be  a one  man 
lacrosse  team  at  Maryland." 

Lacrosse — that  seemed  a funny  name  for  a musical 
show.  I was  wondering  about  it,  when  something 
whizzed  by  one  eye  and  socked  the  other. 

"Ouch,  I'm  hurt.  Who  hit  me!" 

"Watch  where  you're  going,  Buttercup.  This  isn't 
target  practice." 

My  head  began  to  develop  a terrific  ache,  but  I was 
game.  I knew  I had  great  talent,  and  I'd  stick  by  till  I 
had  a chance  to  give  my  gift  to  the  world.  I was  rub- 
bing my  injured  cranium  when  Dr.  Faber  looked  up. 

"Quit  practicing  to  be  a goal  post.  We  won't  need 
one  until  September.  Sit  down." 

"But  you  said  I could  perform  now.  The  play  needs 
me,  you  know." 

"We  may  need  some  good  plays  all  right,  but  I can't 
see  how  you'd  be  any  help  in  one  if  we  had  it.  Sit 


(Continued  on  page  20) 


"Ach!  Poor  Orphan  Annie!" 

— Pelican. 
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MnhxwBB  in  spring 

by  (Charles  iC.  IKsattha 


I have  read  stories  of  people  going  mad,  and  there  is 
always  a great  deal  of  fuss  involved  to  make  them  go 
mad.  Look  at  Hamlet — Shakespeare  had  to  kill  a lot 
of  people  to  drive  Hamlet  crazy — if  he  did  go  crazy. 
And  that  is  what  I am  getting  at.  Where  is  the  line 
between  sanity  and  insanity?  Does  it  have  to  be  big 
things — powerful  emotions  as  the  stories  would  have  us 
believe — or  can  it  be  little,  unimportant  annoyances?  I 
wonder  now  how  many  supposedly  normal  people  like 
you  and  me  are  sitting  in  quiet  American  homes  and 
listening  to  Charlie  McCarthy  and  going  to  the  office 
every  day  who  really  are — But  then  they  say  that  I 
am  mad. 

They  were  little  things  at  first — like  the  people  mov- 
ing in  next  door  with  four  kids.  I don't  dislike 
children — I should  say  I didn't — but  they  did  begin  to 
try  my  patience  when  they  roller  skated  over  my  new 
lawn  and  made  mud  pies  in  my  flower  bed  and  threw 
all  my  grapes  at  each  other  in  a noisy  battle.  Then 
when  they  brought  the  rest  of  the  kids  in  the  neighbor- 
hood around  and  used  my  areaway  for  a fort  and  bor- 
rowed my  shovel  to  dig  trenches  in  my  lovely  back 
yard — 

That  was  another  thing — bringing  the  whole  neighbor- 
hood around  to  skate  on  my  walk  and  pull  up  my 
flowers — and  they  got  up  so  damned  early  in  the 
morning — You'd  think  four  kids  could  find  enough  to 
do  together  without  bringing  in  the  American  League. 
And  too,  one  of  the  girls  had  been  deluded  into  thinking 
she  was  a second  Lily  Pons.  I hate  sopranos  anyway, 
but  she  was  no  soprano,  she  was — 

Well,  the  kids  had  to  go  to  school — thirteen  or  four- 
teen of  them  anyway — and  I suppose  the  others  took 
naps  or  something;  God  knows  they  needed  sleep  after 
the  exercise  they  got  climbing  my  fruit  trees  and  plow- 
ing my  lawn.  So  everything  was  quiet  the  way  it  used 
to  be,  and  I thought  maybe  life  was  not  so  bad  after  all. 

That  was  when  the  dogs  came. 

It  seems  that  everything  comes  out  in  spring — roses 
and  young  men's  fancies — and  dogs.  There  must  have 
been  fifty  of  them,  all  kinds  and  shapes  and  sizes.  And 
they  barked — not  gently  like  respectable  dogs,  but  all 
at  once,  every  one  in  a different  key,  every  one  trying 
to  outdo  his  canine  friend— trying  I suppose  to  impress 
the  lady  friend.  But  women  are  so  damn  hard  to  please, 
even  women  dogs — 

Eventually  I suppose  they  got  hungry  or  something; 


they  must  have  gone  away — otherwise  I could  not  have 
heard  the  vacuum  cleaner  across  the  street  so  clearly. 
And  it  seems  the  maid  had  aspirations  to  double  for 
Galli-Curci,  but  she  and  the  vacuum  cleaner  were  never 
in  the  same  key.  It  wouldn't  have  been  so  bad  though, 
if  I could  have  turned  on  the  radio,  but  that  confounded 
vacuum  cleaner  caused  enough  static  to  blow  out  the 
tubes  even  when  the  radio  was  turned  off.  Well,  I have 
nothing  against  neat  people  who  want  to  keep  their 
house  clean,  though  they  could  close  their  windows 
when  the  wind  is  blowing  my  way. 

Little  things — 

About  that  time  the  dogs  came  back  and  the  kids  got 
home  from  school  and  the  workmen  came  with  a steam 
shovel  to  dig  the  foundation  for  a new  house.  So  I 
thought  a drink  wouldn't  hurt.  I had  the  door  of  the 
refrigerator  open  when  I remembered  that  the  people 
next  door  (the  lovely  couple  who  are  blessed  with  the 
four  brats)  had  borrowed  all  the  ice  for  their  cocktail 
party  the  night  before  and  hadn't  returned  the  ice  trays. 

But  then  it  was  springtime — and  a man  will  forgive  a 
lot  in  springtime.  After  all,  we  have  to  have  dogs  and 
kids  and  foundations  for  new  houses,  and  we  can't  be 
reactionary  and  kick  science  in  the  pants  for  inventing 
steam  shovels.  Perhaps,  I decided,  I should  go  for 
a drive — 

That  was  a futile  idea.  They  must  have  sneaked  up 
in  the  middle  of  the  night — but  there  they  were,  a 
hundred  of  them  leaning  on  a hundred  shovels,  staring 
vacantly  at  what  had  been  the  back  alley.  There  must 
have  been  a hundred  tons  of  dirt  piled  against  the 
garage  door — and  there  was  a big  sign  blatantly  inform- 
ing all  the  world  that  this  was  W.  P.  A.  Emergency  Relief 
Project  132,891,723,000,001  or  something  like  that. 

There  was  no  hope  of  getting  the  car  out  for  a month, 
so  I decided  I might  as  well  go  to  bed.  I had  been 
getting  up  every  morning  at  five  o'clock  (so  incidentally 
had  the  kids  and  the  dogs) — not  from  force  of  habit  or 
because  I like  to  get  up  early,  but  there  are  conditions 
under  which  no  man  can  sleep. 

I invented  some  ear  plugs  — rather  ingenious,  I 
thought — and  got  a lot  of  books  and  settled  down  to  a 
peaceful  existence.  And  everything  might  have  been 
all  right  if  the  old  — philanthropist  hadn't  moved  down 
the  street.  He  meant  well,  I suppose,  but  he  had  a 
mania  for  birds.  He  built  bird  houses  by  the  hundreds 
and  put  them  up  all  over  the  place.  I think  he  was 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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ANY  days'  march  had  Alsaam  come  across  the  shifting  sands  and  there  was  none  with  him  save  his 
beast  and  the  bright  star  in  the  north  which  Alsaam  watched  as  he  walked.  Now  the  place  of  the 
water  and  the  waving  trees  was  reached;  the  beast  had  drunk  and  Alsaam,  too,  had  water,  and  a 
great  tiredness  was  upon  them  both. 

"Many  days'  march  have  we  traveled,"  spoke  Alsaam,  "and  now  a great  tiredness  is  upon  us 
both  and  we  shall  rest.  Tomorrow  we  shall  once  more  look  for  Oros,  the  god  of  my  people,  but  tonight  we  shall 
seek  nothing,  for  we  shall  rest."  Thus  spake  Alsaam,  and  then  he  lay  him  down  beside  his  beast,  and  they  slept. 

Now  while  Alsaam  slept  by  the  side  of  his  beast  a great  quiet  fell  over  the  air  and  the  sands  no  longer  shifted, 
and  a vision  came  to  Alsaam  where  he  slept.  The  vision  was  a vision  of  Oros,  god  of  the  people  of  Alsaam,  and 
he  came  and  stood  before  Alsaam  and  he  spoke.  "Alsaam,"  he  spake,  "I  am  Oros,  god  of  thy  people.  Long  hast 
thou  searched  for  me,  and  at  last  thou  hast  found  me.  What  wouldst  thou  with  the  god  of  thy  people,  Alsaam?" 

But  Alsaam  was  awed  by  the  vision  and  he  could  not  speak. 

Once  more  spoke  the  vision  of  Oros,  and  he  commanded  that  Alsaam  should  speak  to  him.  "Speak,  Alsaam! 
What  wouldst  thou  with  the  god  of  thy  people?" 

And  words  came  to  Alsaam,  and  he  spake.  "Long  have  I sought  thee,  and  many  days  march  come  to  find 
thee,  O Oros,  god  of  the  people  of  my  land." 

And  a third  time  spake  the  vision  of  Oros,  "What  wouldst  thou  with  me,  Alsaam?" 

"O  Oros,"  spake  Alsaam,  "long  have  my  people  coveted  the  land  of  the  people  whose  god  is  the  false  god, 
Tulos.  Long  have  my  people  wished  to  make  the  people  of  the  god  Tulos  their  slaves.  Now  are  my  people 
ready  to  make  war,  and  they  have  sent  me  to  find  thee,  and  to  ask  thee  if  it  is  not  right  that  they  should  make 
war  on  the  people  of  the  god  Tulos,  for  is  not  Tulos  a false  god?" 

"Listen,  Alsaam,"  spake  the  vision  of  Oros,  "for  I must  tell  thee  a story,  and  thou  must  remember  the  story 
that  thou  may  take  it  back  to  our  people,  and  it  shall  be  set  down  in  the  books  of  the  priests,  and  forever  shall  it 
be  told  among  our  people. 

"Many  years  ago  there  lived  a shepherd,  and  a good  flock  of  many  sheep  was  his.  Good  too,  was  the 
land  whereon  his  sheep  fed,  and  his  gods  were  kind  and  he  prospered.  Great  happiness  was  his,  and  his  wife, 
too,  was  happy. 

"Then  came  one  day  into  the  valley  wherein  lived  this  shepherd  another  shepherd,  and  the  second  shepherd 
raised  a good  flock  of  many  sheep,  and  he  prospered  and  was  happy. 

"And  though  there  was  much  land  in  the  valley,  and  much  land  that  was  not  used,  the  first  shepherd  grew 
jealous  of  the  flocks  of  the  other,  and  hate  grew  in  his  heart  for  the  second  shepherd. 

"One  day  the  shepherd  spake  unto  his  wife  and  he  said,  'Long  has  the  land  of  this  valley  been  mine,  and 
long  have  my  sheep  grazed  here.  Now  comes  another  into  my  valley,  but  I shall  have  his  sheep  and  his  wife, 
and  I shall  make  him  my  slave,  for  am  I not  the  ruler  of  all  that  is  in  this  valley?' 

"So  the  shepherd  conquered  the  one  who  had  come  into  the  valley  and  he  took  his  sheep  and  his  wife 
and  he  made  him  his  slave. 

"Now  the  flock  of  the  shepherd  became  so  large  that  he  could  no  longer  care  for  it,  and  many  sheep  strayed 
away  into  the  mountains  and  were  lost.  But  the  mind  of  the  shepherd  was  not  upon  his  sheep,  for  he  had  begun 
to  wonder  what  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  mountain.  'For  I am  the  ruler  of  this  side  of  the  mountain,  and  am 
I not  therefore  the  ruler  of  the  other  side  and  of  all  that  lies  beyond?' 

"And  so  one  day  the  shepherd  set  out  to  conquer  all  those  who  lived  and  tended  sheep  in  the  valleys  beyond 
the  mountain.  But  he  was  killed  by  those  who  ruled  beyond  the  mountain,  and  his  sheep  and  his  wife  were 
taken  by  him  whom  he  had  conquered."  Here  the  vision  of  Oros,  god  of  the  people  of  Alsaam,  paused  and 
stopped  speaking.  "Hast  thou  heard  me,  Alsaam?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,  Oros,  I have  heard,"  spake  Alsaam. 

"Then  return  to  thy  people  and  tell  them  that  their  god  hast  told  thee  this  story.  And  it  shall  be  written  in 
the  books  of  the  priests,  'Thus  has  it  ever  been,  and  thus  shall  it  always  be.  It  shall  not  change'. 

And  slowly  the  vision  of  the  god  Oros  faded  from  the  sight  of  the  sleeping  Alsaam  and  Alsaam  awoke. 
"What  a vision  have  I had,"  spake  he,  "what  a foolish  dream!  I shall  return  to  my  people  and  tell  them  that  their 
god  is  not  to  be  found.  Or  perhaps  it  is  better  that  I should  tell  them  that  he  has  been  found  and  that  he  has 
said  that  Tulos  is  indeed  a false  god  and  that  the  people  of  the  god  Tulos  must  become  the  slaves  of  his  people. 
Yes,  it  is  better  that  I should  tell  them  this."  And  Alsaam  aroused  his  beast  and  he  set  off  across  the  shifting 
sands  in  the  direction  of  the  land  of  his  people. 

And  a great  voice  came  across  the  shifting  sands  to  Alsaam,  and  the  voice  said,  Thus  too  has  it  ever  been, 
and  thus  shall  it  always  be.  It  shall  not  change." 

But  Alsaam  did  not  hear,  for  the  sound  of  the  wind  was  in  his  ears,  and  the  noise  of  the  shifting  sands. 
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FIR  IE  IE  STATE  FLICKER 

IDT  TOMMY  ST.  CLAIR 


Hollywood,  Cal.,  April  2,  1939.  Because  of  the  great 
success  of  the  recently  released  Kentucky.  RKO  Studios 
today  decided  to  produce  a second  picture  entitled 
Maryland  (News  Flash) 

The  following  is  a speculation  on  what  may  happen 
this  summer  in  the  Jesse,  Milo,  Palm  or  even  Arcade, 
when  RKO  lets  fly  with  its  next  patriotic  extravaganza. 

"Passed  by  the  board  of  censors,  State  of  Maryland" 
flashes  on  for  an  instant  to  let  the  Republicans  know 
that  everything's  on  the  up  and  up.  As  the  studio 
orchestra  leaps  into  "Your  Land  and  My  Land,"  against 
a background  of  American  flags,  a field  of  waving 
tobacco  is  seen  in  full  color  gradually  fading  into  the 
letters  M-A-R-Y-L-A-N-D.  "RKO  Pictures  presents"  pops 
up  at  the  top,  and  the  show  is  on. 

Wearily  across  the  tobacco  field  is  pulled  much  in- 
formation about  the  discovery  of  America,  the  battle 
of  Saratoga,  and  the  agrarian  tradition  still  imbued  in 
the  hearts  of  every  true  Marylander  from  Pratt  to  North. 
The  time  is  1812. 

Scene  1:  The  palatial,  bepillared,  bevined,  bejuleped 

Budgeyser  Mansion.  A carriage  rattles  up  before  the 
steps  and  stops.  Little  negro  children  laugh  and  run 
and  somersault  with  glee  around  the  corner  of  the  house. 
A black  and  grinning  coachman  drops  to  the  ground 
from  the  driver's  seat. 

B.  & G.  C.:  Y'all  bitter  git  along  outa  hea. 

L.  N.  C.:  Hyah,  Hyah,  Hyah,  Hea  come  missy  now. 

Sho  nuff. 

Long  shot  of  the  great  white  doors.  Finally  two  foot- 
men open  them;  and  smiling  seductively,  sweeping  the 
floor  with  yards  of  pink  tulle,  glides  out  Hedy  Lamarr, 
the  belle  of  the  Old  South.  (Violins,  "The  Girl  in  the 
Heart  of  Maryland,"  three-quarter  time.) 

Hedy:  You  all  are  little  devils,  but  I loves  you  all 

just  the  same.  Voici  un  sou  pour  un  snowball. 

B.  & G.  C.:  Hyah,  Hyah,  de  carriage  am  ready,  Miss 

Blossom. 

She  steps  gingerly  into  the  carriage,  puts  up  her 
parasol,  arranges  her  skirt,  smiles.  Suddenly  the  coach- 
man colors  as  a much  goteed  gentleman  in  gray,  strides 
to  the  edge  of  the  porch. 

Coachman:  De  Colonel! 

Colonel:  Daughter,  you  awl  knows  ah  fohbade  you 

to  see  that  good  foh  nothin'  songwriter  of  yours.  All 
he  wants  is  a pohshun  of  the  Geyser  Brew  millions,  and 
you  awl  know  it. 

Hedy:  I declare,  Father,  Francis  Scott  wrote  the 

cutest  song  for  me  yesterday  when  I took  him  his  lunch 
in  the  South  Baltimore  Precinct. 


Colonel:  And  what  was  the  name  of  that  song, 

daughter? 

Hedy:  "The  Star-Spangled  Banner,"  Father. 

(Band  strikes  up  the  "St.  Sp.  Ba.,"  carriage  drives  off, 
blackout.) 

Comes  now  the  passage  of  time  extravaganza.  The 
tobacco  field  waves  again.  Armies  in  blue  and  gray 
march  past,  band  plays  "Dixie,"  American  flags  float 
over  the  face  of  Lincoln.  Then  Teddy  Roosevelt  rides 
by  a sinking  battleship,  bombs  burst,  band  plays  "In 
the  Trench  at  Santiago."  Next  doughboys  march  through 
singing  "Over  There,"  more  bombs  burst.  A stock 
market  ticker  is  pushed  over,  Grover  Whalen  smiles 
over  a perisphere,  and  it  is  1939. 

Scene  2:  The  office  of  the  Boogie  Beer  Co.  Outside 

the  window  a Neon  sign  flashes  "Boogie  is  Baltimore's 
Best  Brew."  A Board  meeting  is  in  session.  All  the 
members  are  sour  and  bald  except  Lewis  Stone  (Boogie, 
Sr.)  who  sits  at  the  head  of  the  table,  and  Richard  Greene 
(Boogie,  Jr.)  who  sits  at  his  father's  feet  making  spitcurls. 
There  is  a general  mumbling  through  cigars  of  some- 
thing that  sounds  like  "round  marbles  roll  all  around, 
or  don't  you  go  with  me  on  that,  Witherspoon?"  Boogie, 
Sr.,  finally  bangs  on  the  table  for  quiet.  He  gets  it. 

Boogie,  Sr.:  The  general  concensus  of  the  board 

seems  to  be  that  we  must  wipe  out  this  last  vestige  of 
the  erstwhile  great  Budgeyser  Company  before  we  have 
complete  control  over  statewide  production. 

Member  of  Board:  (What  about  Frog  Holler?) 

Boogie,  Jr.:  Let  me  try,  Dad.  What  Boogie  Brew 

needs  is  youth. 

Boogie,  Sr.:  My  boy,  if  you  do  this  for  Boogie,  you 

may  have  anything  you  desire. 

Boogie,  Jr.:  Even  Myrtle  Glow? 

Boogie,  Sr.:  Yes,  I'll  even  give  you  that  gold  pros- 

pector. We  must  have  statewide  control. 

Member:  (Don't  forget  Frog  Holler.) 

Boogie,  Jr.:  All  right,  I'll  do  it.  That  is  as  soon  as 

I return  from  my  yachting  trip  this  week-end.  Wish  me 
luck,  Dad. 

Boogie,  Sr.:  My  boy!  At  last  you  are  a true  Boogie. 

(They  embrace,  getting  lipstick  all  over  Lewis  Stone.) 

Member  of  Board:  (Lotta  good  likker  comes  from 

Frog  Holler.) 

Scene  3:  The  Key  houseboat  which  has  been  in  the 

family  for  generations  and  is  now  anchored  off  Piney 
Point.  Pandora  Key  (Dorothy  Lamour)  trips  lightly 
across  the  deck  in  a sarong  which  she  got  at  the  corner 
of  Washington  Avenue  and  Monroe  last  time  she  was 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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AFRICAN  DOMINOS 

The  campus  hasn't  been  the  same 
since  poor  Oscar  E.  Oscar  passed 
away.  It  was  such  a mysterious 
death,  too.  No  one  really  knows  why 
anyone  should  have  wanted  to  lynch 
Oscar  E.  Oscar.  (The  E was  put  in 
merely  to  break  up  the  monotony.) 
He  was  found  hanging  from  a tree 
with  a set  of  dice  rolled  out  in  front  of 
him.  He  looked  so  natural. 

Oscar  was  the  biggest  crap  player 
on  the  campus.  He  couldn't  wait  un- 
til the  first  of  every  month  when  he'd 
run  "open  door”  and  take  away  all 
his  brother-fraters',  neighboring  f ra- 
ters' and  non-fraters'  money. 

The  day  Oscar  was  found  dead 
was  the  day  of  one  of  the  biggest  dice 
games  in  the  history  of  Oscar's  stay 
at  the  school.  Oscar  had  just  about 
cleaned  out  everyone,  and  was  con- 
tinuing a roll  that  had  started  two 
hours  before.  His  point  was  nine. 
Oscar  had  just  thrown  out  two  3's.  As 
he  reached  over  to  pick  up  the  dice, 
Oscar  dropped  a third  one  from  be- 
tween his  fingers.  It  fell  to  the  floor 
and  also  turned  up  a 3.  Oscar  was 
only  momentarily  embarrassed  and 
nonchalantly  came  back  with  "Nine 
— the  hard  way." 


"Sir,  there  is  a man  outside  with  a wooden  leg,  named 
Smith." 

"What's  the  name  of  his  other  leg?" 


They  won't  let  Hardy  take  up  the  collection  in  church 
— they're  afraid  he'd  reject  too  many  contributions. 


If  you  are  caught  in  hot  water  be  nonchalant;  take 
a bath. 


Have  you  heard  about  the  traveling  salesman  who 
pulled  up  to  the  farmers  house  and  said,  "Any  brushes 
today?" 

"No,  thanks,"  said  the  farmer's  pretty  daughter,  "But 
won't  you  spend  the  night?  Father  isn't  here." 

"I've  got  more  work  to  do,"  he  answered,  and  drove 


away. 
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Something  to  do  with  Evelyn  Hope 

(A  modern  version  of  "Evelyn  Hope"  by  Robert  Browning.) 

BY  FOSTER  BOYD 


Sure,  pal,  you  ain't  no  squealer, 
I'll  give  yer  de  low  down  on  dis 
winch.  Dey  say  'er  name's  Evelyn 
Hope  (de  mob  jes'  called  'er  Eve). 

Seems  dis  skirt  really  had  de  class, 
but  she  kicked  the  bucket,  or  got 
bumped  off — nobody  knows  which 
(we  ain't  got  no  stool-pigeons  in  dis 
outfit). 

De  big  shot  was  sorta  sweet  on 
'er,  she  bein'  his  moll  and  all,  and 
he  told  us  to  scram  outa  de  room, 
so  we  took  it  on  the  lamb.  He  just 
stayed  there,  sorta  hanging  around 


the  stiff.  (Kinda  tough  on  the  boss,  I 
thought,  seein'  he  went  for  the  dame. 
She  was  just  a kid  too;  only  sixteen.) 

Well  the  big  shot,  he  just  stood 
around  lookin'  over  all  the  stuff  in 
the  dump,  and  kinder  talkin'  to  his- 
self,  like  he  was  nuts.  He  said  he 
wanted  everything  left  just  like  it  was 
when  she  died.  He  didn't  let  no  light 
in  the  room  (tryin'  to  keep  the  job 
mum,  I guess).  The  boss  kept  right 
on  shootin'  off  his  trap  like  dat,  sayin' 
dot  maybe  dis  jane  didn't  ever  go 
for  him  in  a big  way  in  de  foist  place 


(poisionally  I calls  it  sour  grapes) 
but  maybe  dat  was  accounta  she 
bein'  so  young  an'  innocent,  an'  she 
hadn't  had  time  to  get  the  swing  of 
de  boss. 

Then  he  says  (talkin'  to  the  stiff  like 
she  was  still  kickin')  "Maybe  yer 
think  I'm  too  old  fer  yer."  He  goes 
on  tellin'  her  what  a swell  winch 
could  do  fer  de  rackets,  and  that  he 
needed  a moll  just  like  'er  in  de  mob. 
Then  he  turns  half  way  around  kinda 
sudden  like  and  sticks  his  chin  out 
at  her  and  says,  "or  maybe  we  ain't 
the  same  type!"  (She  didn't  say 
nothin',  bein'  dead.) 

Then  the  big  shot  sits  down  and 
starts  off  again,  more  easy  like,  say- 
in', "Look  here,  Babe,  we  was  both 
in  this  together;  didn't  I mean  nothin' 
to  you,  besides  that?  No!"  he  goes 
on  answerin'  his-own-self,  "If  you 
was  meant  to  love  me  yer  couldn't'a 
croaked!"  Then  de  boss  made  a 
kinda  little  gruntin'  sound  like  he  was 
chokin',  but  he  heard  us  standin'  at 
the  door,  and  he  cut  it  out  (de  boss 
is  usually  got  plenty  of  guts  and 
don't  go  in  fer  no  such  truck — havin' 
to  keep  up  his  prestige  and  all). 

We  beat  it  before  we  got  bounced, 
and  pretty  soon  de  poor  guy  was 
back  at  it  again,  sorta  sentimental 
still  (acting  like  the  coppers  had  de 
goods  on  him,  and  him  bein'  in  the 
jug,  just  waitin'  for  the  hot  seat).  He 
was  lookin'  at  how  pretty  she  was, 
amber  hair  an'  all. 

" I ain't  been  livin'  right,"  he  says, 
this  ain't  no  kinda  way  for  a man 
to  get  along.  I don't  want  all  this 
dough  I got;  the  only  thing—"  then 
his  voice  started  cracking  again,  "the 
only  thing  I want  is — is  you.  And  I 
ain't  never  gonna  see  you  again,  I 
guess— like  I been  livin'!  Oh  God!" 
Then  we  seen  him  press  somethin' 
tight  in  his  hand. 

Me  and  Slug  is  damn  good  gun- 
men, but  we  couldn't  stand  no  more. 


(~7/ie  /i  ty/rf  Ch//i6(/ia/w/i  eke)  it. . . 


THE  SECRET  of  Chesterfield’s 
milder  better  taste... the  reason 
why  they  give  yon  more  smok- 
ing pleasure  ...  is  the  right 
combination  of  the  world’s  best 
cigarette  tobaccos  rolled  in  pure 
cigarette  paper  . . . the  blend 
that  can’t  be  copied. 


THEY  SATISFY 


Copyright  1939,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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READ  Prince  Albert’s  money- 
back  offer  (lower  left) , then  try 
this  pipe  treat,  knowing  that  you 
risk  nothing.  Prince  Albert  in  your 
pipe  means  EXTRA-MILD,  FULL- 
BODIED  smoking.  It’s  choice  to- 
bacco - PACKED  RIGHT.  Prince 
Albert  is  “crimp  cut.”  It  burns 
slower,  smokes  cooler,  and  cakes 
your  pipes  up  right.  The  famous 
Prince  Albert  “no-bite”  process  re- 
moves harshness,  assuring  RICH, 
RIPE  TASTE  without  bite.  Get 
Prince  Albert  for  your  pipes  now! 


IIP1 


PIPE  FANS,  HERE'S  P.A.'S  GUARANTEE! 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert, 
If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest,  tastiest 
pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it 
to  us  at  any  time  within  a month  from  this 
date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  ( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  To- 
bacco Co.,  Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  to- 
bacco in  every  handy 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 

Copyright,  1939,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co. 


"Can  you  show  me  a river  where 
I can  bathe  with  no  fear  of  croco- 
diles?" asked  the  tourist. 

"No  crocodiles  here,  sir,"  replied 
the  native. 

"Why  are  there  no  crocodiles?" 
"They're  afraid  of  the  sharks." 


"A  man  of  large  calibre,  isn't  he?" 
"Yes;  he  is  a big  bore." 


It  was  baking  day  and  the  new 
maid  and  her  mistress  were  having 
a very  busy  time. 

"Mary,"  said  the  mistress,  "just  go 
and  see  if  that  large  plum  cake  in 
the  oven  is  baked  yet.  Stick  a knife 
in  it  and  see  if  it  comes  out  clean." 

In  a few  minutes  Mary  returned. 
"The  knife  came  out  wonderful  clean, 
ma'am,"  she  said,  beaming,  "so  I've 
stuck  all  the  other  dirty  knives  in, 
too!" 


ATT  A BOY! 

Owning  a harem  is  all  right  until 
your  wives  start  talking  turkey. 

* ★ * 

"My  wives  are  waiting  up  for  me," 
said  the  Sultan.  "I  can  harem  a mile 
away." 

* * * 

The  Turkish  motto  is  "A  Short  Life 
and  A Marry  One." 


"You  may  be  the  big  mogul  to 
these  other  klucks,"  said  the  favorite, 
"but  you  can't  get  in-Sultan  with 
me." 


There  was  a drunk  in  the  lobby. 
He  threatened  to  fight  anyone.  The 
elevator  boy  took  him  up. 


To  make  a girl  laugh  at  your  jokes 
Is  really  quite  simple; 

Just  pick  out  one  with  pretty  teeth. 
Or  one  who  has  a dimple. 


"So  you  are  knitting  a vest?  But 
surely  that  would  be  too  small  for 
anyone  to  wear." 

"Yes,  but  that  doesn't  matter — -it's 
only  for  charity!" 


"So  your  son  got  his  B.A.  and  his 
M.A." 

"Yes,  but  his  P.A.  still  has  to  sup- 
port him." 


"Lose  much  when  your  store  was 
robbed  last  night?" 

"Not  as  much  as  if  they  had  got 
in  the  night  before.  Yesterday  I had 
just  marked  down  everything  10  per 
cent." 
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Fifteen 


"Hey,  Waiter,  gimme  back  my  cup 
a coffee."  —Purple  Parrot. 


SAME  STORY 

He  knocked  at  the  door  of  my 
room. 

"May  I come  in?  It's  the  room  I 
had  when  I went  to  college  in  '09," 
he  said. 

I invited  him  in. 

"Yes,  sir."  He  said,  lost  in  reverie. 
"Same  old  room.  Same  old  windows. 
Same  old  furniture.  Same  old  view  of 
the  campus.  Same  old  closet." 

He  opened  the  door.  There  stood 
a girl,  terrified,  half  clothed. 

"This  is  my  sister,"  I said. 

"Yes,  sir.  Same  old  story!" 


(Continued  from  page  5) 
about  it.  One  up  and  coming  soph- 
more,  however,  came  in  the  other 
day  and  in  a one-man  agitation 
against  olive  branch  versification 
dashed  off  this  masterpiece,  which 
we  think  no  home  should  be  without: 


What  I Think 
of  War* 

I 

Abhor 

War. 

The  bodies, 
bones, 

And  suchlike  things, 
The  gore. 

We've  had  war 
before. 

Stupid, 
futile — 

Yet  we  have  more. 

If  there's  anything 
that 

Makes  me  sore — 

It's 

bodies, 

bones, 


and  suchlike  things, 
stupid  futile, 

All  the  more. 

I 

deplore 

War. 

*As  though  anybody  gives  a damn. 

Isms 

Socialism:  If  you  have  two  cows, 
you  must  give  one  to  your  neighbor. 

Commumism:  If  you  have  two 
cows,  you  must  give  them  both  to 
your  government,  which  gives  you 
back  some  of  the  milk. 

Nazism:  You  keep  the  cows  and 
give  the  milk  to  the  government, 
which  keeps  the  cream  and  gives 
you  back  some  of  the  skimmed  milk. 

Fascism:  You  keep  the  cows  and 
give  the  milk  to  the  government, 
which  sells  you  some  of  the  milk. 

Capitalism:  You  keep  both  cows, 
milk  them,  sell  the  milk  and  buy  a 
bull. 

New  Dealism:  You  shoot  one  cow 
and  get  paid  for  not  milking  the  other 
one. 


"One  meets  such  interesting  people  at  Eloise's  parties." 

- — Yale  Record. 
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Words  Are  Free 

In  its  last  issue,  The  Old  Line  printed  what  amounted  to  a protest  against 
a request  that  a senator  made  that  some  restraint  should  be  laid  upon  the 
American  Nazis,  the  members  of  the  German  American  Bund.  His  remark, 
to  be  exact,  was  that  "They  should  all  be  placed  in  concentration  camps." 

The  matter  would  not  be  brought  up  again  save  for  the  fact  that  a protest 
about  our  protest  came  into  the  office.  The  young  lady  who  became  inter- 
ested enough  in  what  was  said  to  tell  us  what  she  thought,  maintained  that 
the  senator  was  not  far  off  base.  "Something,"  she  said,  "has  to  be  done." 
The  Nazis  are  a menace  to  our  government,  to  the  institutions  and  ideals 
which  are  the  foundation  of  this  country.  From  which — something  must 
be  done  to  curb  them. 

Perhaps  the  opposition  is  right — we  seem  to  have  chosen  up  sides — but 
we  still  seem  to  remember  that  the  American  State  was  founded  upon  prin- 
ciples of  freedom,  freedom  to  speak  as  the  individual  pleased.  Of  course, 
it  is  true  that  no  one  is  tree  to  act  just  as  he  chooses.  No  one  can  be  allowed 
freedom  to  drive  down  the  wrong  side  of  the  road,  or  to  shoot  pigeons  on 
the  green,  in  short,  no  one  can  be  allowed  freedom  to  invade  the  rights 
of  others. 

But  just  where  is  restraint  to  begin;  and,  more  important,  where  is  it 
to  end?  Suppose  for  the  moment  that  we  allow  the  politicians  who  run  our 
government  to  say  that  this  or  that  party  is  dangerous,  and  that  therefore 
it  shall  be  denied  the  right  to  have  a peaceable  meeting  and  to  expound 
its  political  views.  Is  that  not  the  first  move  that  is  always  made  by  the 
type  of  governments  which  we  are  now  denouncing  as  brutal  and  barbaric? 

It  seems  to  us  that  those  who  would  dap  into  confinement  or  would 
otherwise  restrain  those  whom  they  regard  as  dangerous  simply  because 
of  what  they  say,  and  not  because  of  anything  they  have  done,  are  refusing 
to  recognize  a fundamental  human  characteristic,  that  people  almost  invari- 
ably are  attracted  to  a person  or  a group  which  has  been  martyrized.  Try 
to  quash  a movement  that  appeals  to  hundreds  and  it  soon  appeals  to 
millions.  Force  people  to  act  sub  rosa,  and  they  act  mysteriously.  Mystery 
has  enchantment. 

Lest  it  be  said  that  we  are  favoring  a group  which  urges  ideals  inimical 
to  American  tradition,  let  us  say  quite  simply  that  we  are  not.  Rather  we 
are  recognizing  and  striving  in  our  small  way  to  preserve  the  most  sacred  of 
American  traditions — democracy. 

Our  logic — and  we  religiously  hope  that  it  is  not  false — is  this.  The 
first  tenet  of  democracy  is  freedom.  Then  if  democracy  is  to  continue,  it 
must  allow  equal  freedom  to  all,  its  critics  as  well  as  its  protagonists;  for 
the  moment  that  the  rulers  in  a democratic  state  attempt  to  control  even 
those  who  would  change  the  very  form  of  the  state,  democracy  ceases  to 
exist.  You  cannot  have  democracy  if  you  try  actively  to  preserve  it;  it 
must  preserve  itself.  Again  we  speak  only  of  those  who  are  not  invading 
the  rights  of  others  when  we  speak  of  those  to  whom  freedom  must  be 
allowed. 

Along  with  most  of  the  people  in  this  country,  we  fervently  hope  that 
democracy  can  continue  to  exist,  that  indeed  it  can  continue  to  grow  more 
pure  in  form.  That  is  why  we  were  not,  and  are  not  able  to  join  with  the 
senator  in  his  desire  to  incarcerate  the  antagonists  of  democracy  merely 
for  being  what  they  are.  That  is  why  the  very  mention  of  concentration 
camps  is  abhorrent  to  us. 
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The  Thumb  Parade 

by  Cecil  R.  Martin 


Shall  I,  or  shan't  I — I repeat 
Squander  my  dime  for  a street  car  seat? 

Brother,  my  hat!  My  plans  are  made. 

I'm  off  to  join  the  thumb  parade. 

Where  the  road  looms  thick  with  the  motor  crew, 
Where  the  autos  hiss  and  scream  at  you, 

There  the  poet's  creed  is  the  thumber's  fate: 

All  blessings  come  to  them  who  wait. 

We  have  a car,  but  what  good  is  that 
When  the  pistons  stick  and  the  tires  are  flat, 
When  the  motor  will  not  yield  a sigh, 

And  the  carburetor's  throat  is  dry. 

Now,  I'll  admit  'twould  be  loads  of  fun 
To  be  a witch  or  a witch's  son, 

To  break  the  universal  rule 

And  ride  my  mother's  broom  to  school. 


Yet  the  thing  I'd  rather  be  than  that 
Is  the  Hindu  prince  with  the  magic  mat. 

But  the  prince  has  vanished — be  it  so!  — 

And  the  witch  was  an  ash-heap  long  ago. 

But,  brother,  come!  I'll  hear  no  more 
Of  storied  fact  and  fabled  lore. 

For  I've  a tale  to  strike  men  dumb — 

I ride  to  college  on  my  thumb! 

It's  raining  out?  Who  minds  the  rain? 

For  the  sun  will  some  day  shine  again. 

Besides,  it's  ladies'  hose  for  me, 

When  my  trouser  cuffs  shrink  past  the  knee. 

Brother,  my  hat!  Let  the  weather  roar! 

Throw  open  the  shutters!  Fling  wide  the  door! 
My  will  is  firm  and  my  plans  are  made. 

I'm  off  to  join  the  thumb  parade! 


"They've  speeded  it  up  during  rush  hour." 


— Harvard  Lampoon. 
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W OODWARD  & LoTHROP 

10th,  llth,  F and  G STREETS  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


SLACKS 

• contrasting 

• harmonizing 


with  your  sports  coat 


in  coverts,  gabardines,  flannels — plain,  self-weaves,  stripe 
patterns $7.50  to  $12.50 


THE  MEN'S  STORE,  SECOND  FLOOR 


Chemistry  Prof.:  Gentlemen,  this  experiment  went 

wrong.  I freely  admit  it.  The  error  was  not  due  to  my 
assistants  setting  out  faulty  apparatus,  impure  chemicals 
or  dirty  equipment.  There  was  not  too  much  static  in 
the  air  or  too  little  moisture  in  the  ground,  nor  are  the 
gamma  rays  from  the  lab  upstairs  affecting  the  reaction. 
It  is  just  that  my  technique  is  no  good.  I am  a lousy 
experimenter.  — Bored  Walk. 


Ole,  the  night  porter,  was  testifying  before  the  jury 
after  the  big  bank  robbery. 

"You  say,"  thundered  the  attorney,  "that  at  midnight 
you  were  cleaning  the  office,  and  eight  masked  men 
brushed  past  you  and  went  on  into  the  vault  room 
with  revolvers  drawn?" 

"Yah,"  said  Ole. 

"And  a moment  later  a terrific  explosion  blew  the 
vault  door  off,  and  the  same  men  went  out  past  you 
carrying  currency  and  bonds?” 

"Yah,"  said  Ole. 

"Well,  what  did  you  do  then?" 

"Aye  put  down  my  mop." 

"Yes,  but  then  what  did  you  do?" 

"Veil,  aye  say  to  myself,  'dis  bane  hell  of  a way  to 
run  a bank'!" 


Phone,  Hyattsville  205  Phone,  Greenwood  1915 

Hyattsville  Hardware  Co. 

Incorporated 
Dealers  in 

CUTLERY,  TOOLS,  BUILDERS’  and  SHELF 
HARDWARE  (b.  p.  s.)  paint,  oil,  and  glass 

WESTINGHOUSE 

RADIOS— RANGES— REFRIGERATORS— WASHING 
MACHINES— APPLIANCES 

Free  sample  can  BPS  Paint  May  5-6 


A parrot  was  sitting  in  the  salon  of  a luxurious 
steamer  watching  a magician  do  tricks.  The  magician 
served  notice  that  he  was  going  to  do  a trick  never 
before  accomplished.  He  pulled  up  his  sleeves  and 
then  proceeded  to  make  a few  fancy  motions.  Just  at 
that  moment  the  ship's  boilers  blew  up,  demolishing 
the  ship.  About  five  minutes  later,  as  the  parrot  came 
to,  floating  about  the  ocean  on  a piece  of  driftwood,  he 
muttered:  "Damn  clever,  damn  clever." 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
"The  Old  Line" 


o o o 


WOODSTOCK 


TYPEWRITERS 


o o o 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington — 1000  Connecticut  five. 
In  Baltimore — 301  W.  Fayette  St. 
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1st  Author:  "Have  you  heard  about 
my  new  book  dealing  with  the  sex 
life  of  the  Indians?" 

2nd  Author:  "No,  what's  it  called?" 
1st  Author:  "The  Lust  of  the 

Mohicans." 


Statistics  show  that  Yale  graduates 
have  1.3  children,  while  Vassar 
graduates  have  1.7.  Which  only 
goes  to  show  that  women  have  more 
children  than  men. 


Oh,  when  I was  in  love  with  you, 
Then  I was  full  of  jive, 

We  took  the  jitterbugs  to  town 
Whenever  we'd  connive. 

But  now  the  months  are  passing  fast, 
And  I would  pass  with  them, 

So  you,  my  hot  bass  fiddle 
Must  give  way  to  third  year  chem. 


They  had  been  sitting  in  the  swing 
in  the  moonlight  alone.  No  word 
broke  the  stillness  for  half  an  hour, 
until — 

"Suppose  you  had  money,"  she 
said,  "what  would  you  do?" 

He  threw  out  his  chest,  in  all  the 
glory  of  young  manhood,  and  said, 
"I'd  travel!" 

He  felt  her  young,  warm  hand  slide 
into  his.  When  he  looked  up,  she 
was  gone  ...  In  his  hand  was  a 
nickel! 


tells  us  he  was  in  the  phone 

booth  talking  to  his  girl  the  other  day, 
but  somebody  wanted  to  use  the 
phone  so  THEY  had  to  get  out. 


Former:  Dick,  old  man,  can  you  let 
me  have  five  . . . 

Latter:  No  . . . 

Former:  . . . minutes  of  your  time? 
Latter:  . . . trouble  at  all,  old  scout. 

— Pelican. 


On  one  of  the  billboards  featuring 
Smith  Bros,  cough  drops,  the  slogan 
reads:  "Take  one  to  bed  with  you." 
Under  which  some  wag  scrawled:  "I 
wouldn't  sleep  with  either  of  'em." 


TWO'S  A CROWD 

Before  I heard  the  doctor  tell 
The  dangers  of  a kiss, 

I had  considered  kissing  you 
The  nearest  thing  to  bliss. 

But  now  I know  Biology 
And  sit  and  sigh  and  moan, 
Six  million  mad  bacteria — 
And  I thought  we  were  alone. 


First  Window  Washer — -Look  at 
that  guy  in  there  kissing  another 
man's  wife.  Let's  go  in  after  the  big 
bum. 

Second  W.  W. — O.  K.  How  soon 
do  you  think  he  will  leave? 

• • 

tM’&f,  fyeila  ! ! 


4m  l/uiH 

Get  out  from  under  and  play 
safe  by  taking  your  troubles 
to — 

CHANEY’S 

GARAGE 

OPPOSITE  THE  MAIN  GATE 

• • 
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(Continued  from  page  6) 

down  and  shut  up." 

I was  crushed,  but  soon  my  drooping  spirits  revived 
like  the  new  bud  on  the  battered  rose,  and  I ventured, 
"Now,  coach."  (I'd  heard  the  other  boys  call  Dr.  Faber 
that  and  I thought  maybe  it  would  appeal  to  him.) 

"No,  not  now." 

Five  seconds  later,  I again  approached  him. 

"Now,  coach." 

"O.  k.,  Dope."  He  winked  at  the  boys  again.  "Get 
out  there  and  scrimmage  if  you  are  so  determined." 

"But,  coach,  I'm  an  individual  star,  and  I want  to 
dance." 

"My  God,"  he  moaned.  "I  said  'Get'  and  I mean 
'get'." 

I got — the  silly  stick  in  my  hand.  Some  boy  called 
numbers  which  I assumed  to  be  my  cue  and  I began  a 
buck  and  wing.  Sock,  bang,  crash,  contact,  and  the 
train  hit  me.  When  the  stars  faded  I felt  it  was  morning 
and  time  to  get  up.  Struggling  to  my  feet,  I began 
again.  Tap,  one,  two,  three — a steam  roller  got  me  that 
time,  and  unless  these  wings  came  from  Marvins  Credit 
Clothiers,  I'm  dead! 


Standard  Engraving  Company 

SUPPLIES  A 

Discriminating  Clientele 

WHO  DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 

Half-tone  & Line  Flutes 

IN 

ONE  OR  MORE  COLORS 

★ 

1214  19  T H STREET,  N.  W. 

Washington,  D.  C. 


In  the  Spring,  no  young  man’s  fancy 
Lightly  turned  to  thoughts  of  Nancy. 
But  now  they  pester  her  to  death. 

Since  Pep-O-Mints  improved  her  hreath. 


■fc yrfl*D  A T Everybody’s  breath  offends  now 
I V[  I I 11  M I ■ , nd  then.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet- 
en and  refresh  your  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The  Winner: 

LARRY  AUERBACH 

The  Wisecrack: 

"Was  her  father  surprised  when  you  said  you 
wanted  to  marry  her?” 

"Was  he  surprised?  Why,  the  gun  almost  fell 
out  of  his  hands." 
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Charge  of 

the  8:20  Brigade 

Half  a block,  hall  a block, 

Half  a block  onward, 

Up  the  A & S hill 
Rushed  the  six  hundred. 
"Forward,  the  8:20  Brigade! 

Charge  lor  the  doors,"  they  said. 
Up  the  A & S hill 
Rushed  the  six  hundred. 

"Forward,  the  8:20  Brigade!" 

Was  there  a man  dismay'd? 

Not  tho'  the  "student"  knew 
Each  one  had  blundered. 

Not  one  had  cracked  a book; 

Each  would  feel  like  a crook 
Beneath  profs'  dirty  looks. 

Into  the  vaults  of  Hell 
Rushed  the  six  hundred. 

Coeds  to  right  of  them, 

Frat  men  to  left  of  them, 
Daydodgers  behind  them, 
Whispered  and  wondered: 

When  all  the  deans'  slips  came, 
Would  any  bear  their  name? 

Then  they  would  bow  with  shame, 
All  the  six  hundred. 

Deans  slips  got  rid  of  these, 
Mid-terms  got  rid  of  those, 

Finals  knocked  some  out  too, 

Of  the  six  hundred. 

On  the  last  day  of  school 
Down  the  A & S hill  came 
All  that  was  left  of  them, 

Left  of  six  hundred. 

— J.  W. 


"PHEW".  AND 
FAR  BETWEEN! 


"MY  SISTER  IS  NUTS  about  this 
guy.  But  that  stinko  pipe  of  his 
doesn't  help  any.  Think  I'll  swipe 
it . . . clean  it  . . . and  refill  it  with 
some  of  Dad's  Sir  Walter  Raleigh.” 


JUNIOR  GOT  HIS  REWARD,  and 

Romeo  got  his  dame!  And  they 
pledged  their  love  with  a ring — a 
ring  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  smoke 
— that  mild,  fragrant  hurley  blend. 


IT  SMOKES  AS  SWEET  AS  IT  SMELLS 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a recent 
survey  by  Self-Help  Bureaus  of  25representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  orsecond  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 


TUNE  IN  Tommy  Dorsey  and  bis  orchestra.  Every 
U ednesday,  coast-to-coast,  NBC  Red  Network. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Only  one 

more  issue 


(Bait:  100  BUCKS) 


WE  GO  TO  SCHOOL 

I 

I go  to  philosophy  class, 

Professor  say: 

Sock-raties  were  greatest  philosopher. 
Sock-raties  say: 

"I  know 

I no  know  nothing!" 

I have  good  idea 
I write  on  exam: 

"I  no  know  nothing." 

Professor,  he  are  big  hypocrite; 

He  give  me  "Flunk." 

II 

1 go  to  music  class 
We  have  exam. 

Teacher  ask: 

"Give  name  of  five  Italian  com- 
posers," 

I write  name  of  barber, 

Fruit  man,  shoemaker, 

Spaghetti  house  cook, 

And  iceman. 

Professor  say  to  himself: 

"This  boy  know  more  than  me 
He  must  be  very  smart." 

He  give  me  "A" 

Ha,  ha,  I am  smart. 

III 

I go  to  lab  class 
Boys  do  experiment 
I look  up  answers  in  book 
And  then  work  backwards 
It  take  me  twice  as  long 
But  I fool  teacher 
Ha!  Ha!  I smart. 


IV 

I go  mili.  sci.  class. 

We  study  what  to  do 
In  case  we  are  in  war. 

Teacher  ask  question: 

"What  you  supposed  to  do 
If  machine  gun  open  up 
Five  feet  in  front  of  you?" 

Nobody  can  answer  right. 

Teacher  get  disgusted. 

He  say: 

"You  are  dopes 

Ain't  you  got  common  sense? 

You  can  take  gun  away  from  enemy 
And  shoot  him." 

I go  mili.  sci.  class 
He  smart  man. 

V 

I go  mili.  sci.  class 
Teacher  are  late 
I hide  chalk 

Teacher  no  can  write  on  board 
Maybe  he  will  call  off  class. 

Teacher  come  in 
He  say: 

"What,  no  chalk? 

We  will  have  exam." 

Teacher,  he  smart,  too. 

VI 

I go  to  sociology  class 
Boys  fall  asleep 
Professor  knock  on  desk 
He  say: 

"We  gonna  talk 
About  birth  control." 

Whole  class  wake  up. 

Then  Professor  say: 

"Next  month." 

Ha!  Ha!  That  are  good  trick. 


"Ye  gods!  I'm  a pauperl" 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Twenty-three 


A WEEK-END  HOSTESS  REPLIES 

Just  got  your  lovely  thank-you  note, 

I'm  glad  you  came,  and  I'm  glad  you  wrote. 

And  darling,  again  I say,  "Forget 

The  scar  you  burned  with  your  cigarette." 

The  desk  was  shaky,  and  very  old  . . . 

Why,  Washington  had  it  made,  I'm  told. 

We  loved  the  trick  you  did  with  the  vase — 

No  one  got  cut  on  the  broken  glass. 

And  the  doctor  said  that  Junior  will 
Recover  soon  from  being  ill. 

And  absence  from  school  won't  make  him  fail-  - 
How  could  you  know  the  candy  was  stale? 
John  has  explained  that  kiss,  of  course  - - 
There'll  just  be  a quiet  Reno  divorce. 

And  since  we're  parting,  I'm  really  glad 
You  made  our  cook  so  very  mad 
She  left.  You  certainly  made  things  hum — 
Darling,  I'm  so  glad  you  could  come! 


An  Irishman  in  New  York  started  what  promised  to 
be  a large  family.  A baby  came  every  year  for  four 
years,  then  no  more  came.  A friend  asked  Pat  why  it 
was  his  wife  presented  him  with  no  more  children. 

"I  don't  want  any  more,”  said  Pat.  "They  say  every 
fifth  baby  born  in  the  world  is  Chinese.” 


Sprina  Specialties ! 

Let  us  supply  your  lawn  and  garden  needs 
from  our  complete  stock  of  seeds,  tools 
and  all  other  garden  necessities. 

Keep  your  lawn  in  style  this  spring 
with  equipment  from: 

Carr  Bros.  6c  Boswell,  Inc. 


RIVERDALE  STORE 
Hyatts.  381-382 
Berwyn  460 


HYATTSVILLE  STORE 
Hyatts.  201-202,  Berwyn  345 


When  you're  ordering  flowers  for 

‘Mother’s  Da yi’  affairs  and  corsages 

for  your  ‘Spring  Formals’ 
remember  the 

COLONY  FLOWER  STORE 

Flowers  for  all  occasions 


4927  GEORGIA  AVE.,  N.W. 
Ra.  2444 


Irving  Phillips 
Campus  Agent 


(Continued  from  page  7) 

feeding  all  the  birds  in  the  city — and  no  ear  plugs  could 
stop  me  from  hearing  their  discordant  screetches. 

But  birds  have  to  live,  and  it  was  spring — If  only 
that  one  damned  sparrow  hadn't  got  it  into  his  crazy 
head  that  my  window  sill  was  the  best  roosting  place 
in  the  neighborhood — why,  I don't  know.  I certainly 
didn't  encourage  him.  For  a while  he  used  to  bring  his 
feathered  friends  with  him,  and  they  would  all  sit  on 
the  window  sill  and  stare  at  me  with  grave,  unblinking 
eyes  and,  I thought,  a sort  of  curious  contempt.  Try  as 
I would,  I couldn't  meet  their  stare.  I could  only  pace 
up  and  down  and  tear  what  was  left  of  my  hair. 

After  a few  days  I must  have  become  less  of  a 
curiosity,  and  they  all  went  away — all,  that  is,  except 
that  one  sparrow,  and  he  sat  there  day  and  night  mock- 
ing me  and  bellowing  at  me  derisively.  Every  morning 
when  I awoke  I was  greeted  by  his  leering  face  at  the 
window.  God,  how  he  could  leer.  Then  the  kids 
started  and  the  dogs  and  the  pneumatic  drills  and  the 
vacuum  cleaner  and  the  steam  shovel  and  the  birds 
twitted  and  they  started  blasting  across  the  street  and 
crushing  rocks  and  mixing  concrete  for  the  new  alley 
and  the  new  family's  cat  struck  up  an  unfriendly 
acquaintance  with  the  dogs — 

And  that  sparrow  just  sat  there,  unperturbed,  and 
leered  at  me — every  day — 

Now  they  say  that  I am  mad,  because  this  morning 
they  found  me  crouched  on  my  bed  with  a huge  shot- 
gun, calmly  firing  at  a half-blown-away  window  sill. 


Twenty-four 


THE  OLD  LINE 


(Continued  from  page  10) 

in  town.  She  is  busying  herself  over  a large  tub  full  of 
suds  that  might  pass  for  washing  till  Pandora  sticks  her 
finger  into  it  and  licks  it  off.  Suddenly  she  looks  out 
across  the  bay. 

Pandora:  Looks  like  a yacht  coming  down  the  bay, 

Pappy. 

Pappy  Key  (Walter  Brennan)  sticks  his  head  out  over 
the  flower  box  and  nods. 

Pandora:  Looks  like  there's  a storm  a-brewin',  Pappy. 

Suddenly  there  is  a deluge  of  hail,  rain,  lightning, 
thunder,  and  boat  rocking,  the  like  of  which  has  not  been 
seen  since  the  same  scene  in  Kentucky.  The  yacht  is 
tossed  around  like  a celluloid  duck.  Screaming  fran- 
tically into  the  sound  track  Pandora  announces  that 
there's  a man  overboard  and  promptly  dives  into  the 
bay,  coming  up  with  a very  soggy  Boogie,  Jr. 

Boogie,  Jr.:  Where  am  I? 

Pandora  tosses  him  lightly  over  one  shoulder  and 
goes  into  the  house. 

Scene  4:  The  famous  Tin  Bathtub  Scene.  It  is  the 

interior  of  the  house  lavishly  sprinkled  with  kerosene 
ranges,  moveable  cretonne  screens  and  empty  bottles. 
In  the  center  is  a large  tin  tub.  Pandora  is  alone. 

Pandora:  (sings)  Happy  birthday  to  you,  happy,  etc., 
I wonder  what  Junior  is  going  to  surprise  me  with  on 
this  happy  birthday. 

There  is  another  shot  of  the  tin  tub,  this  time  as  seen 
from  the  end.  Pandora  toys  with  the  idea  of  peeking 
out  of  the  window  to  see  Junior's  happy  surprise,  but 
she  changes  her  mind  and  approaches  the  center  of 
the  room.  The  camera  focuses  on  all  different  objects 
round  about.  The  soap,  a sponge,  the  towel.  Finally 
Pandora  walks  over  to  the  stove,  takes  the  kettle  of  boil- 
ing water,  and  pours  it  into  the  tub.  Then  she  gets  a 
flowered  cretonne  screen  from  the  side  wall,  opens  it 
up  and  places  it  in  front  of  the  tub.  Blackout,  (courtesy 
Will  Hays). 

Scene  5:  The  scene  is  the  deck  again,  the  same  day. 

Junior:  All  ready,  Pandora.  Happy  birthday  to  you, 

happy,  etc. 

Pandora  (tripping  over  the  doorsill):  Junior!  It's  lovely. 

Junior  steps  aside  and  reveals  a great  array  of  wooden 
tubs,  funnels,  coils  and  bottles  that  are  all  operating  at 
full  tilt. 

Junior:  Always  glad  to  help  you  Keys. 

Pandora:  If  only  Great  great  great  great  great  grand- 

father Budgeyser  could  see  this  now! 

Junior:  You  a Budgeyser! 

Pandora:  Yes,  dear. 

Junior:  I am  a Boogie. 

Pandora:  Junior!  We  must  never  speak  to  each 

other  again! 

Scene  G:  The  Boogie  Board  Meeting  again.  Myrtle 

Glow  (Mae  West)  sits  beside  Boogie,  Sr. 


Boogie,  Sr.:  And  so,  my  dear,  we  have  decided  that 

you  will  travel  to  Piney  Point  and  buy  out  the  Budgeyser 
Brewery,  as  well  as  rescue  Junior.  Just  in  case  you  are 
not  successful,  I shall  follow  close  behind  you.  Is  that 
all  clear? 

Myrtle:  You're  on,  boss. 

Scene  7:  The  Key  houseboat,  where  two  people 

living  under  each  other's  feet  and  not  speaking  is  pre- 
senting quite  a problem.  Myrtle  is  looking  bored  on 
one  end  of  the  deck.  Junior  is  puttering  around  with 
a spade  in  the  flower  box.  Pandora  is  looking  into  first 
one  tub  then  another,  and  Pappy  is  guzzling  raw  oysters 
as  fast  as  he  can  open  them. 

Myrtle:  For  the  last  time,  Pappy,  will  ya  sell? 

Pappy  just  goes  on  guzzling.  All  of  a sudden  he 
gives  a lurch  and  picks  a small  round  object  from  his 
tongue. 

Pandora:  What's  the  matter,  Pappy? 

Pappy:  Damn  oyster's  got  gallstones. 

Pandora:  Them  ain't  gallstones,  them's  pearls. 

Pappy:  Pearls!  Hot  diggity,  Pan,  we're  rich.  There 
must  be  millions  more  where  that  came  from.  Pan, 
hand  me  my  diver's  helmet. 

Myrtle:  What  about  the  Brew? 

Pappy:  Brew,  foo.  We'll  sell,  (dives  into  bay  after 

pearls.) 

Boogie,  Sr.:  (who  has  just  arrived  to  find  out  what's 
been  keeping  Myrtle):  What's  that?  Sell?  Son,  you 
did  it. 

Boogie,  Jr.:  Shucks,  sir.  Now  can  I have  anything 

I want? 

Boogie,  Sr.:  Myrtle  is  yours. 

Myrtle:  His,  hell.  It's  me  for  the  pearl  fisheries, 

(dives  into  bay  after  Pappy.) 

Boogie,  Sr.:  At  last  we  Boogies  are  statewide! 

Boogie,  Jr.:  Pandora! 

Pandora:  Boogie,  Jr.! 

A long  clinch  follows  which  gets  Pan  all  full  of  lip- 
stick and  then  fades  into  a field  of  waving  tobacco 
across  which  marches  a line  of  turtles  spelling  out 

The  End 


Beauty  Service  in  its  Entirety  at  the 

University  Beauty 
Salon 

OPPOSITE  MAIN  GATE 
DRIVE-IN  SHOPPING  CENTER 
Tel.  BErwyn  670 

Open  9 to  9 

Let  us  give  you  an  individually  styled  permanent 
wave  to  suit  your  personality  . . . 

$3.95  $5.00  $6.95  $7.50  $10.00 
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LET  UP- 
LIGHT  UP  A 
CAME  L" 


Clinging  to  a tiny  platform  600 
feet  in  the  air  puts  a big  strain  on 
my  nerves/'says  Charles  A.  Nelson, 
steel  inspector  of  the  New  York 
Worlds  Fair.  His  rule  to  ease  nerve 
tension:  "Pause  nowand  then 


BENNY  GOODMAN— Hear  the  one  and 
only  King  of  Swing,  and  the  world's 
greatest  swing  band  "go  to  town”  in  a big 
way — each  Tuesday  evening — Columbia 
Network.  9:30  p m E.  S.  T.,  8:30  p m 
C.S.T.,  7:30  pm  M.S.T.,  6:30  pm  P.S.T. 

Copyright.  1939.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 


THE  GREAT  "SPIKE  AND  BALL"  ( above  right)  is  the  theme 
center  of  the  New  York  World’s  Fair — the  Trvlon  and  the  Peri- 
sphere — 7000  pieces  of  steel  joined  by  a quarter  of  a million 
rivets.  It’s  the  trying  job  of  Inspector  Nelson  to  check  these  two 
huge  shells  at  every  vital  point.  He  says:  “I’ve  got  to  know  every 
inch  of  that  steelwork.  It’s  a nerve-straining  job,  hanging  onto 
girders  hundreds  of  feet  up,  but  I can’t  afford  to  get  jittery.  I 
have  to  sidestep  nerve  tension.  It’s  my  rule  to  ease  off  occasion- 
ally— to  let  up — light  up  a Camel.”  (Notes  on  the  tw'o  structures 
above:  The  great  ball  will  appear  to  be  supported  bv  fountains 
concealing  the  concrete  foundation  pillars.  At  night,  the  ball 
will  seem  to  rotate — an  illusion  to  be  created  by  lighting  effects. 
The  towering  Trylon  will  be  the  Fair’s  broadcasting  tower.) 


300  FENCING  MATCHES  and  exhibi- 
tions are  credited  to  Rosemary 
Carver,  expert  with  the  flashing  foil. 
"Fencing  drains  the  nerves,”  she 
says.  "But  I can’t  take  chances  on  be- 
ing tense,  jittery  in  the  midst  of  a fast 
parry  or  lunge.  Through  the  day  I 
rest  my  nerves — I let  up — light  up  a 
Camel.  I find  Camels  soothing,  com- 
forting. And  Camels  taste  so  good!” 


LIKE  SO  MANY  OTHERS  at  the  New  York  World’s 
Fair,  Charley  Nelson  makes  it  a rule  to  break  the 
nervous  tension  of  crowded  days  by  pausing  every 
now'  and  then  to  let  up — light  up  a Camel.  Observe, 
on  your  visit  to  New  York’s  greatest  exposition, 
how  smoothly  everything  goes.  Also  note  how  many 
people  you  see  smoking  Camels.  There  are  dozens 
of  sights  at  the  New  York  World’s  Fair — but  don’t 
spoil  the  fun  by  letting  your  nerves  get  fagged. 
Pause  now  and  then  — let  up  — light  up  a Camel  — 
the  cigarette  for  mildness,  rich  taste  — and  comfort! 


EDDIE  CANTOR— Listen  in  to  America’s 
great  comic  personality  in  a riot  of  fun, 
music,  and  song.  On  the  air  each  Mon- 
day evening  over  the  Columbia  Network. 
7:30  p m E.  S.  T.,  9:30  p m C.  S.  T., 
8:30  p m M.  S.  T.,  7:30  p m P.  S.  T. 


SMOKERS  FIND 

CAMEL'S  COSTLIER  TOBACCOS  ARE 

SOOTHING  TO  THE  NERVES 


Smoke  6 packs  of  Camels  and  find 
out  why  they  are  the  LARGEST- 
SELLING  CIGARETTE  IN  AMERICA 


* * 

A 


GLAD  YOU'RE  ALL  RIGHT,  ALINE 
SORRY-  BUT  I/VE  HAVE  TO  T" 
JAKE  THE  SCENE  OVER  / 
RIGHT  AWAY 


WHO’S 


GOT 


A A CAMEL? 


I GET  A LOT  OF  PLEASURE  OUT  OF 
SMOKING  CAMELS.  THEY’RE  SO  MILD  AND 
TASTE  SO  GOOD!  I LET  UP  AND 
LIGHT  UP  A CAMEL  FREQUENTLY, 

AND  CAMELS 
NEVER  JANGLE 
MY  NERVES 


COSTLIER 

TOBACCOS 


Copyright,  1939 
R.  J.  Reynolds 
Tobacco  Company 
Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


LET  UP-  L/GHT  LLP A CAMEL/ 

SMOKERS  FIND:  CAMELS  NEVER  JANGLE  THE  NERVES 


a Hollywood  Stunt  Girl  deserves 

Real  Smok/a/g 

PLEASURE / 


ALINE  GOODWIN,  OF  THE  MOVIES,  WORKS 
HARDER  THAN  MOST  MEN.  SHE  PRAISES 
A REST  AND  A CAMEL  FOR  FULL  SMOKING 
ENJOYMENT 


ALINE  GOODWIN, 

ON  LOCATION  FOR  A THRILLING 
ARIZONA  "WESTERN,"  IS 
WAITING  FOR  HER  BIG  SCENE 
— A SPLIT-SECOND  RESCUE 
FROM  THE  PATH  OF  ISOO 
FEAR-CRAZED  HORSES 


EMERGENCY 
SAFETY  PIT 
( IN  CASE 
ANYTHING 
GOES 

WRONG ) 

i / 

-falls  off 
her.  morse 


K 

T IT -isoo 

TT  - -HORSES 
•*£_-  STAMPEDE 
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THE  RESCUE  FAILS  ! 


“AFTER  I ENJOYED  MY 
SIXTH  PACKAGE  of  Camels,” 
says  Fredrick  West,  master  en- 
graver, “I  took  them  on  for  life. 
Camels  taste  better.  They  are 
so  mild  and  mellow.  They’re 
gentle  to  my  throat  — which 
proves  Camels  are  extra  mild ! 
My  work  requires  intense  con- 
centration. So,  through  the  day, 
I take  time  to  let  up— light  up  a 
Camel.  Camels  taste  grand.  ‘I’d 
walk  a mile  for  a Camel’  too!” 


DYNAMITE  IS  EXPLODED  IN  THE  CANYON  TO  STAMPEDE 
THE  HUGE  HERD  OF  HORSES  OUT  INTO  THE  PLAIN 


CAMELS  ARE  MADE 
FROM  FINER,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
...TURKISH  AND 
DOMESTIC 


SMOKE  6 PACKS 
OF  CAMELS  AND 
FIND  OUT  WHY 
THEY  ARE  THE 

LARGEST-SELLING 
CIGARETTE 
IN  AMERICA 


THE  OLD  LINE 


One 


I.' 

How  long  should  a farewell  address  be?  Just  long  enough  to  say  so-long, 
good  luck,  and,  well,  thanks.  Which  we  do. 


— The  Retiring  Editors. 
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. . . bill  miller 


JOE  GREEN  was  just  the  ordinary  $30  per  week 
government  worker.  Joe  worked  for  the  Post  Office 
Department,  he  wasn't  just  the  plain  pigeon-holer,  he 
was  a mechanic:  he  fixed  carburetors  and  put  valve- 
stems  in  tubes  and  such  things. 

Joe  was  happy,  he  only  worked  seven  and  one-half 
hours  a day  and  had  Saturday  off.  So  Joe  had  lots  of 
time  to  putter  around  down  in  his  workshop  in  the 
cellar.  Joe  liked  this,  he  used  to  make  metal  ash  trays 
and  wire  old  chairs  together  so  they  would  last  another 
year. 

Millie  was  Joe's  wife.  It  was  strange,  their  marriage, 
it  seemed  that  nobody  would  marry  either  one  of  them 
till  they  met  each  other.  So  they  got  married.  Millie 
was  a good  wife  to  Joe,  at  least  she  never  made  him 
unhappy. 

They  never  had  any  children  for  the  simple  reason 
that  they  never  had  any  children.  Joe  didn't  want  any 
children  anyway.  He  liked  to  go  down  in  the  cellar 
and  putter  around — children  would  get  in  the  way  and 
ask  questions  and  Joe  didn't  like  to  be  asked  questions. 

So  Joe  and  Millie  just  moved  along  and  never  seemed 
to  make  any  progress.  He  methodically  kissed  her 
good-bye  in  the  morning  and  before  he  went  to  sleep 
at  night.  Joe  brought  his  check  home  every  two  weeks 
and  gave  Millie  her  share;  neither  ever  bothered  to  see 
if  any  was  saved.  Yes,  they  made  no  progress,  but 
at  least  they  were  not  unhappy. 

But  one  day  while  Joe  was  down  in  the  cellar  solder- 
ing an  old  broken  lamp,  something  happened. 

Joe  put  the  lead  in  the  old  iron  pot  and  turned  on 
the  gas.  He  realized  he  wouldn't  have  enough  solder; 
all  the  stores  were  closed  and  he  couldn't  go  get  any- 
more. He  looked  around  in  all  the  corners  and  scrap 
drawers,  but  could  find  none.  Finally,  in  desperation, 
he  picked  up  an  old  coat  hanger  that  he  was  working 
on  the  week  before.  He  clipped  off  an  end,  put  it  in 
the  solder  pot.  It  worked  all  right,  so  Joe  was  happy. 

A few  weeks  later  Joe  had  some  more  soldering  to 
do.  There  was  a little  scrap  left  in  the  pot.  It  was 
sort  of  skimmed  around  the  edge  and  hard  to  get  out; 
he  tried  to  bend  it  but  it  just  wouldn't  bend.  So  he  had 
to  melt  it. 

It  was  then  that  Joe  began  to  think.  Only  yesterday 
he  had  smashed  his  thumb  because  a nail  bent  and  his 
thumb  took  the  blow.  Suppose  there  were  nails  that 
wouldn't  bend?  Then  there  wouldn't  be  any  smashed 
thumbs.  That's  as  far  as  Joe  thought  but  he  had  the 
idea. 

So  the  next  day  Joe  went  up  and  told  his  boss  about 


his  unbendable  metal.  The  boss  was  very  eager  and 
interested  in  Joe's  discovery.  He  came  out  to  Joe's 
house  and  looked  at  the  stuff.  He  pounded  it,  put  it 
in  the  vice  and  pulled  it;  they  put  it  in  the  shape  of  a 
nail  and  hammered  it,  but  it  wouldn't  bend. 

Well,  the  boss  took  the  stuff  out  to  a metallurgist,  or 
someone  with  such  a high-sounding  name,  and  had  it 
looked  at.  He  sent  Joe  to  see  a lawyer.  Before  he  knew 
it  Joe  was  given  a lot  of  money  and  some  stock  in  some- 
thing or  other.  He  didn't  know  much  about  it,  but  he 
wasn't  losing  anything  so  why  should  he  worry? 

Well,  Joe  and  Millie  moved  out  of  their  five-room 
bungalow  into  a much  larger  home  out  toward  the 
country.  They  still  got  along  the  same  way  together 
only  now  Joe  didn't  have  to  kiss  her  good-bye  in  the 
morning,  he  had  quit  his  job.  They  had  a butler  and  a 
maid,  too.  Millie  did  no  work  and  all  Joe  did  was  go 
out  and  putter  around  in  the  work  shop  he  had  built. 
(His  lawyer  had  him  put  a sign  over  the  door  that  read: 
"Joe  Green  Metal  Co.,  Inc.'') 

And  Joe  and  Millie  still  seemed  to  neither  make 
progress  nor  lose  ground — they  just  existed.  This  state 
of  "limbo"  could  not  be  forever.  Joe,  of  course,  did 
not  notice  that  Millie  was  straying  from  the  trodden  path. 

It  was  Millie  who  wanted  the  maid  and  butler — Joe 
couldn't  be  expected  to  realize  that  a woman  too  would 
like  to  have  a little  rest  from  drudge.  So  Millie  called 
the  local  employment  agency  and  the  hands  were 
promptly  sent. 

Millie  enjoyed  being  able  to  eat  dinner  without 
having  to  realize  that  she  must  get  up  and  wash  dishes 
after  the  meal.  She  liked  to  half-sit  and  half-lie  on  the 
sun  parlor  divan  and  smoke  that  after-dinner  cigarette. 

One  day  Millie  left  the  pack  of  cigarettes  in  the 
dining  room — she  felt  very  lazy  so  she  called  the  butler 
to  go  and  get  them  for  her.  When  the  butler,  Ronald 
as  he  called  himself,  returned,  he  lit  the  cigarette  and 
handed  it  to  her.  Millie  had  never  particularly  noticed 
Ronald,  but  this  little  personal  invasion  of  his  had  rather 
touched  her  interest.  It  got  to  be  that  Millie  rather 
systematically  forgot  the  cigarettes;  after  a while  Ronald 
began  to  sit  and  have  a smoke  with  her. 

Well,  one  thing  led  to  another  until  one  day  Millie 
left  this  little  note  for  Joe: 

Dear  Joe: 

Ronald  and  I have  decided  that  we  love  each 
other.  We  are  going  to  Europe,  sailing  today  at 
5:30  from  New  York.  Will  you  arrange  to  get  the 
divorce? 

Millie. 


(Continued  on  page  24) 


You’ll  like  my  Brand 
and  I dude  mean  You ! 


Copyright.  1939,  by  P.  Lorillard  Co. 


l^or  Finer,  1RLSJIER  Flavor.  . . Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 


ON  THE  AIR  every  week:  “Melody  and  Madness''  with  ROBERT  BENCH  LEY  and  ARTIE  SHAW'S  Orchestra 


Here’s  a straight 
Steer  on  that 
O.G.  branding  iron 
Betty  Petty  is  toting. 

It’s  reserved  exclusively 
lor  thorobred 
Double-  Mellow 
Old  Gold  . . . 

The  cigarette  that 
Wins  its  spurs 
With  finer 
Smoother  tobaccos. 

Aged  extra  long 
For  added  flavor. 

And  O.Gs  are 
Doubly  protected 
From  hot  weather 
Dryness  and 
Wet  weather 
Dampness  . . . 

Double  wrapped  to 
Keep  extra  fresh 
Their  extra  goodness. 

So  if  you  want 
To  corral  the 
Extra  delights 
Of  a truly 
Fresh  cigarette 
Say  “O.G.”  . . . 

The  brand  that 
Holds  its  friends 
For  life! 


ATTENTION!  YOU  PETTY  FANS! 
Send  10(f  and  2 Old  Gold  wrappers  for  a 
beautiful  4-color  reproduction  of  this  pic- 
ture of  “Betty  Petty,”  without  advertising, 
suitable  for  framing.  Address:  OLD  GOLD' 
119  West  40th  St.,  New  York  City. 
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COO*+  to  CCCc^f  ! 


It’s  that  smart-looking,  gas-saving 

new  Studebaker  (Champion 


PUT  yourself  in  all  the  candid  cam- 
era shots  this  summer  — and  he  the 
envy  of  everyone  everywhere  you  go. 

How?  That’s  easy,  just  get  yourself 
this  honey  of  a new  lowest  price  car 
that  saves  you  money  every  time  you  drive 
it  — this  exciting,  inviting  new  6-cylinder 
Studebaker  Champion. 

Here’s  the  first  car  in  years  that’s 
really  got  under  college  America’s  skin. 
And  no  wonder.  Raymond  Loewy,  ace 
designer  of  streamlined  trains,  planes 
and  ships  styled  this  smart,  new  Stude- 
baker Champion  so  stunningly,  it  would 


make  even  a prom  queen  break  a date. 

And  talk  about  handling  ease  and 
thrilling  performance  — they’re  so  mar- 
velous, you’re  simply  limp  with  thrills 
after  a trial  drive. 

Best  built , best  engineered 
lowest  price  car! 

This  Champion  is  a true-blood  team 
mate  of  Studebaker’s  Commander  and 
President.  It’s  built  on  the  same  pro- 
duction line  ...  by  the  same  expert 
craftsmen  . . . with  the  same  pains- 
taking care.  And  so,  it  seldom  sets  you 
back  for  major  repairs. 


Rut  here’s  more  good  news  . . . you  get 
self-stabilizing  planar  independent  sus- 
pension, steering  wheel  gear  shift,  non- 
slam door  latches,  many  other  Stude- 
baker innovations  in  this  Champion  . . . 
at  no  extra  charge! 

See  your  local  Studebaker  dealer  now 
and  drive  this  thrilling  new  money-sav- 
ing Studebaker  Champion  — safest, 
strongest  car  in  the  lowest  price  field. 
Down  payment  is  low  and  easy  C.  I.T. 
terms  take  care  of  the  balance.  Nation- 
wide, low-cost  Studebaker  service  takes 
good  care  of  you. 
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THE 


-WJ 


by  Jerry  Hardy 


WE  have  been  sitting  here 
wondering  why  we  haven't  told 
you  about  this  before,  but  what  with 
the  shape  the  world  is  in  and  the  off- 
hand manner  in  which  Nazi  spies  are 
treated,  well,  we  just  didn't  have  the 
nerve  to  say  anything  about  it  until 
things  got  a little  more  settled.  It 
was  way  back  during  the  February 
Crisis  or  the  March  Crisis — we  get 
painfully  mixed  up  sometimes — that 
we  walked  into  A&S  213  and  saw  the 
blackboard  proclaiming  in  a curious 
uphill  scrawl,  "Congress  wastes  a 
great  deal  of  time."  That  was  all 
there  was,  but  the  unspoken,  half- 
thought implications  of  a statement 
like  that  are  a colony  of  termites  im- 
planted in  the  very  joists  of  the 
nation.  We  thought,  we  can't  be 
sure  now,  but  we  thought  that  as  we 
read  it  we  could  hear  over  in  one 
corner  of  the  room  the  echo  of  a half 
dozen  foreign  words  lightly  hissed 
through  a heavy  beard. 

DELICATE 

We  were  shopping  for  a new 
wimple  for  Aunt  Margaret  in  town 
not  long  ago  and  stopped  in  at  one 
of  those  spotless  black  and  white 
hamburger  cubicles  for  a sliza  pie,  a 
cuppa  covvee,  and  a brief  contact 
with  de  workaday  world.  We  were 
discreetly  musing  about  why  it  is  that 
man  with  all  his  ingenuity  cannot  de- 
vise a commercial  pie-crust  that 
doesn't  taste  like  a used  telephone 
directory,  when  for  some  obscure 
reason  our  attention  was  directed  to- 
wards two  men,  one  as  much  like 


Iago  as  the  other  was  like  Basil  Rath- 
bone,  who  were  eating  off  the  pin- 
ball machine  behind  us.  "I  woulda 
give  ya  the  tip-off,"  Iago  was  saying, 
"but  I don't  like  to  call  you — yer 
always  so  cold  over  the  phone."  We 
turned  around  to  look,  but  it  was  Basil 
that  caught  our  eye.  He  just  leered 
drearily  at  his  coffee,  shrugged,  and 
walked  out.  Iago  followed  him.  Iago 
would. 

NEWSIES 

Washington  newsboys  have  al- 
ways been  favorites  of  ours;  they  do 
such  unaccountable  things.  But  we 
like  especially  the  way  they've  been 
lately.  Crisis  upon  crisis  seems  to 
have  infected  them  all  with  a certain 
mad  whimsy  not  to  be  found  among 
other  people  of  the  same  income 
group.  And  why  shouldn't  it?  A 
world  of  peace  must,  to  a newsboy, 
be  a hell  of  a world;  the  more  messes 
people  get  into,  the  better  business 
gets.  Eventually  he  must  come  to 
view  the  world  somewhat  as  does 
the  devil.  At  least  the  one  we  saw 
at  Bowie  last  month  must  have.  He 
was  standing  at  the  entrance  gate, 
silhouetted  against  a background  of 
strong  colors  and  good  smells,  call- 
ing out,  "The  next  time  the  bugle 
blows  it  ain't  gonna  be  for  the 
horses!"  then  he  chuckled  devilishly. 
We  wanted  to  ask  him  for  a tip,  but 
we  didn't. 

EXPLICIT  .... 

We  won't  pretend  that  we  actually 
saw  this;  we  just  got  it  from  some- 
body who  did,  but  somewhere  up  in 


Pennsylvania  there  is  a sign  in  front 
of  a tavern  which  reads, 


Pie  a la  mode  10c 

With  Ice  Cream  15c 


Nov/  come  we  hesitatingly  toward 
those  last  brief  paragraphs  which  we, 
as  an  undergraduate,  will  ever  trans- 
form into  lead  type.  From  where  we 
sit  at  our  typewriter,  wondering  what 
they  shall  say,  we  can  see  the 
Library,  one  lone  light  burning  where 
someone  works  late  in  the  stacks.  A 
lamp  throws  a dim  glow  over  the  sun 
dial,  and  a gentle,  lazy  steam  rises 
slowly  from  the  ground,  for  a warm 
spring  rain  has  just  fallen.  Off  in 
the  distance  Dan's  motorcycle  roars 
and  dies,  roars  and  dies. 

Now  that  we  are  listening  for  them, 
we  realize  that  the  late  campus  night 
is  full  of  sounds  we  never  hear.  There 
is  the  mouse  that  lives  in  the  wall 
and,  when  everything  else  is  quiet, 
gnaws  patiently  at  some  paper  he 
has  dragged  in  there.  There  is  the 
pounding  in  the  greenhouse  pipes 
that  sounds  so  like  the  ring  of  a 
hammer  on  metal.  There  is  the 
whistle  of  the  New  York  express  as 
it  gathers  speed  for  the  mad  dash  it 
has  made  a thousand  times  before. 

Somehow  the  sound  of  voices 
never  quite  dies  out  at  night.  No 
matter  how  late  we  sit  here,  distant 
murmurs  now  and  again  drift  in 
through  the  windows.  We  don't 
know  where  they  come  from,  but,  in 
our  more  sentimental  moods,  we  like 
to  think  that  they  never  will  quite  die 
out.  Someday  we're  going  to  come 
back,  just  to  see  if  they  have. 
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VOX  POP 

My  daughter  left  for  college 
Two  weeks  ago  today; 

I thought  I'd  get  a little  rest 
From  hearing  her  voice  say: 

"Please  gimme  this,  and  gimme  that, 

And  gimme  yet  some  more, 

If  I'm  to  be  a college  girl, 

I must  have  clothes  galore." 

It's  "Send  me  some  money  to  buy  some  books, 

I spent  what  I had  to  improve  my  looks. 

Send  me  some  rugs,  'cause  my  room  looks  so  bare, 
And  don't  call  me  Clara,  call  me  Claire. 

Last  week  I pledged  Kappa,  so  send  me  a check 

For  pledge  dues  and  pin  left  my  allowance  a wreck; 

And,  since  from  the  city  we  are  rather  far, 

My  own  Father  dear,  please  send  me  a car. 

I've  been  invited  to  the  Yale  Christmas  Dance, 

So  send  me  more  money,  this  is  my  CHANCE. 

I need  a new  formal,  a snow  suit,  and  skis, 

And  a new  fur  coat  so  I'll  be  sure  not  to  freeze. 

Last  week  we  had  quizzes,  they  came  on  so  fast, 

They  caught  me  unready,  but  I worked  at  the  last, 

I wrote  all  the  facts  in  a cute  little  book, 

And  when  the  prof,  wasn't  looking,  I took  a quick  look. 

But  some  fool  raised  the  window,  the  prof,  opened  the 
door, 

And  all  my  crib  notes  were  blown  on  the  floor. 

The  dean  said  some  things  that  gave  me  great  pain. 
So  send  me  some  money,  and  meet  the  next  train. 


— M.  B.  H. 
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"Dear  . . . that  spaghetti  we  had  for  supper  ...  I don't  think  you  cooked  it  thoroughly! 
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Nine 


pring 


Dance  music  melted  from  a half-dozen  tiny  radios  on 
the  second  floor  of  the  Omicron  Delta  house,  was  lifted 
up  on  the  enticing  Spring  breeze  which  drifted  in  at 
every  open  window,  and  throbbed  into  each  corner  of 
the  building. 

Martha  Grogan,  wearing  her  striped  pajamas,  jumped 
up  from  her  desk,  walked  quickly  to  shut  the  door  of 
her  room.  Then  she  settled  down  again  to  page  312,  in 
Introduction  to  the  Greek  Philosophers,  by  Ouderdsch, 
Umham,  and  Grumph,  head  propped  on  elbows. 


But  the  house  was  quivering  with  noises.  Above  the 
water  thudding  in  the  shower  room,  a quartet  poured 
forth  soggy  harmony.  "Girl  of  My  Dreams  I Love  You," 
they  wailed.  Someone  dashed  in,  clad  in 
a towel,  grabbing  open  the  door.  "Honest 
I do,"  jarred  against  the  "Tiger  Rag"  of 
the  indomitable  little  radios.  "Gee,  I know 
we'll  never  find  Green  Valley  Club,” 
moaned  Madgie,  who  was  only  a pledge 
and  had  never  been  to  the  Spring  Formal, 
sticking  her  cellophane  head  out  of  the 
shower  curtain. 

At  the  door  of  the  pressing  room,  Jane 
Adams  announced,  "I'm  a woman  without 
a country.  Martha's  studying  for  her  phil- 
osophy final  Monday." 

Dottie  lifted  a weary  red  face  from  a 
tangle  of  iron  and  ten  yards  of  skirt.  "Come 
on  and  stagger  into  my  room,"  she  offered. 


WILL  REMODEL 

TO  5 U I T 


"You  know,  I really  admire  your  roommate.  I should 
be  studying  for  Comparative  Lit.,  but  gosh,  I just 
couldn't  tonight.  I sort  of  thought  she'd  ask  Steve  Davis 
to  the  formal  though." 

"Marthy  knows  what  she's  doing,"  said  Jane.  "She's 
going  to  be  famous.  Some  day  we'll  all  be  bragging 
that  we  knew  her  when,  and  writing  to  her  for  auto- 
graphs." 

In  the  "Little  Country  Club,"  which  had  been  nick- 
named very  logically  because  it  was  the  room  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs,  by  the  telephone,  and  because  it  was 
Sue  Stewart's  room,  a flock  of  twentieth  century  nymphs 
with  curlers  in  their  hair  "bulled"  vigorously,  while 
they  tinted  their  fingernails.  Sue  flitted  about  the  room, 
humming,  in  pink  wisps  of  this  and  that.  She  opened 
her  closet  door  very  casually,  slid  out  a dress,  and 
disappeared  into  the  hall. 

A few  minutes  later — "Sue!"  gasped  the  O Delts. 

Sue  stood  poised  in  the  doorway,  her  jonquil-yellow 
curls  gleaming  above  billowing  white  net.  She 
pirouetted  into  the  room,  radiant  with  her  own  lilting 
spirit,  which  held  all  the  brightness  of  laughter.  "Like 
my  newbee?"  she  asked. 

"You  really  do  look  good  enough  to  eat,  Baby," 
bubbled  Fran  Jordan,  "just  like  frosting  on  a party  cake." 

A buzzer  shrilled  above  the  crooning  of  the  radios: 
3-2-4. 

"Here's  Steve!"  Sue  whisked  into  a white  feather- 
weight cape,  took  a tiny  silver  bag  from  the  bureau. 
Very  tenderly,  she  lifted  an  orchid  from  its  green  tissue 
paper  and  pinned  it  against  her  shoulder.  "Isn't  it  the 
loveliest  thing!  And  just  think — I almost  didn't  ask 
Steve  because  I was  afraid  I didn't  know  him  well 
enough." 

Sultry  spring  fragrance  slipped  in  under  the  drawn 
shade  at  Martha  Grogan's  window.  Light  footsteps 
pattered  on  the  pavement  below,  making  a rhythm 
pattern  with  scraping,  heavier  footsteps.  Sue's  laugh 
drifted  up  and  slipped  into  the  room  with  the  breeze. 
Then  a hearty  masculine  laugh  rang  out.  A car  door 
slammed.  An  engine  purred  up  speed  until  the  noise 
of  it  faded  out  of  hearing. 

Martha  Grogan  stared  intently  at  page  312  in  An 
Introduction  to  the  Greek  Philosophers,  by  Ouderdsch, 
Umham,  and  Grumph. 
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MR.  FUTURE 

by  Sam  Steelman 


HE  flung  his  arms  back  and  relaxed  on  the  broad, 
hot  hump  of  the  boulder  that  rose  like  a monarch 
in  the  middle  of  the  stream.  A scented  summer  breeze 
rippled  across  the  sun-browned  boy  in  white  trunks. 
With  soothing  regularity,  the  water  trickled  down  the 
thin  creek,  sneaking  from  rock  to  rock,  spilled  with 
steady  splashing  into  the  placid,  round  pool. 

Sitting  up,  grasping  his  knees,  Harry  gazed  dreamily 
into  the  clear,  still  water  and  only  vaguely  perceived 
that  something  peculiar  was  throbbing  under  the  pool's 
surface.  God,  it  was  great  to  be  out  of  college,  free  at 
last  from  regimenting  school  work,  blissfully,  idealis- 
tically free.  From  now  on,  he  had  charge  of  his  life, 
and  nobody  else;  he  could  do  as  he  pleased  and  no 
pressure  could  ever  again  squeeze  him  into  a stifling 
system. 

Harry  stretched  and  yawned.  When  his  eyes  had 
cleared,  he  found  himself  staring  fascinated  at  the 
turbulent  water,  growling  to  itself.  He  knew  that  the 
whirlpool  tendencies  screwing  up  the  water  had 
occurred  in  this  pool  before,  but  these  had  never  been 
explained. 

A small  eddy  had  begun  a relentless  circle,  creating 
a slow,  miniature  whirlpool.  It  was  not  the  sudden 
appearance  of  the  whirlpool  that  startled  him,  but  the 
murky,  two-dimensional  figure  that  was  winding  up 
from  the  bottom  of  the  basin,  sucked  surfaceward  by 
the  unscrewing  eddy.  A cloudy  segment  of  the  black 
ooze  was  rising,  clinging  strangely  in  a mass,  display- 
ing its  unknown,  unpleasant  features  to  the  glaring 
light  of  the  world.  Harry  watched,  his  mind  hypnotized. 

A tiny,  ridiculously  unseaworthy  rowboat  took  shape 
in  the  humming,  gyrating  water,  and  across  a thrwart 
in  the  brown,  oblong  boat  an  obscure  figure  crouched, 
with  paddle  in  hand.  Attempting  to  drive  its  boat  up- 
ward, the  hazy  glob  of  black  substance  paddled  furi- 
ously against  the  whirlpool's  wrathful  desire  to  send  it 
back  to  the  mysterious  depths  from  whence  it  came. 

The  paddler  was  able  to  keep  the  rowboat  going 
slightly  ahead.  Round  and  round  the  boat  circled, 
neither  climbing  nor  sinking. 

Harry  was  horrified  when  the  indistinct  creature 
seated  in  the  rough,  unhewn  boat  dissembled  into  a 
lovely  girl,  fresh,  white,  and  smiling.  Smiling  as  she 
chopped  the  paddle  in  the  water,  smiling  as  she  forged 
her  way  minutely  ahead,  smiling  as  her  wistful,  soft 
body  writhed  and  struggled,  fighting  with  the  paddle; 
and  still  she  smiled  an  unreal  smile  as  though  it  were 
plastered  on  her  pretty  face.  Something  incongruous, 


ghastly  wrong,  shocked  Harry  into  recognizing  that  the 
girl  was  Margaret,  his  girl,  whom  he  had  been  going 
with  now  for  a year. 

A wedding  ring  flashed  up  and  down  on  her  hand. 
The  blinding  light  from  the  diamond  was  like  a single, 
unsheathed  bulb  in  a dark  room,  and  the  sun  was  a 
moon.  The  hard  glow  subsided,  and  when  Harry's  eyes 
again  grew  normal,  the  girl  was  no  longer  there,  only 
the  obscure,  composite  figure,  struggling  and  shifting 
about  like  river  mud  as  it  argued  with  the  whirlpool 
eddy. 

Why,  Margaret,  then,  was  his  wife-to-be,  but  why 
was  she  wearing  that  hideous  smile  when  laboring 
desperately  to  maintain  her  freedom  above  water? 
Why,  why? 

Round  and  round  the  boat  circled,  neither  climbing 
nor  sinking. 

Now  the  figure  moulded  itself  into  a soft,  smug  young 
man,  with  the  blank,  unthinking  eyes  of  a monkey.  The 
white-shirted,  sensuous  body  stroked  with  even  meas- 
ures and  was  able  to  keep  the  boat  even  with  the 
current. 

An  enormous,  hairy  hand,  with  two  broad  gold  rings 
on  the  fingers,  loomed  out  of  the  water,  like  the  hand 
that  presented  Excalibur  to  Arthur,  and  patted  the  round, 
greased  head  of  the  young  man.  The  immaculate, 
empty  head  sagged  like  rubber  under  the  hand,  bobbed 
up  smiling  at  the  hand's  removal.  He  continued 
paddling,  but  never  advanced. 

This,  thought  Harry,  absorbed,  was  the  "position" 
Margaret's  father  had  in  store  for  him.  Good  God,  was 
there  no  escape? 

Round  and  round  the  boat  circled,  neither  climbing 
nor  sinking. 

The  painfully  real  picture  of  the  young  man  faded 
away,  became  again  the  original,  muddy  figure.  It 
renewed  its  efforts  to  beat  the  whirlpool's  tides,  and 
every  now  and  then  it  gasped. 

Harry  thought  he  heard  a sound,  looked  about  him 
and  distinguished  nothing.  The  third  time  he  heard 
the  sound  Harry  saw  that  it  came  from  the  convoluting 
figure  in  the  boat.  Money,  it  said  squeakily,  money. 
The  voice  gained  magnitude,  Money,  money.  The 
black,  twisting  creature,  releasing  the  paddle,  letting 
the  boat  slip  backwards,  stretched  out  two  imploring 
hands.  Money,  money.  The  forest  caught  up  the  cry, 
and  thundered  it  forth.  Money,  money.  The  earth, 

(Continued  on  page  23) 


lAJhaMi  yo-un.  tf-ate  Jllm? 

Behold  the  artist  of  the  pen,  (his  hair  and  collar  show  it) 

"So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent,"  and  wants  the  world  to  know  it. 


In  surveying,  building  bridges,  tunnels,  turbines  do  you  shine? 
Then  you'll  be  another  papa  on  the  Salt  Lake  Line. 


After  days  in  the  dairy,  stables,  barn  and  henhouse  by  the  score. 
This  sage  of  all  blue-collar  men  is  down  to  earth  once  more. 


Jane  becomes  Miss  McGuffy  with  no  heels,  no  rouge,  no  gum. 

Takes  the  exam,  puts  on  a shroud,  and  Hyatts ville,  here  we  come! 


Figures  to  add  up  with  ink  besmeared  hands  and  three  thousand  books  to  keep. 
And  all  this  remarkable  change  is  effected  by  one  little  skin  of  a sheep. 


Cook  book  in  hand,  this  cutie  stirs  and  seasons  with  finesse. 


Somewhere  a suffering  hero  makes  a meal  of  watercress. 
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Coming  ^Attractions 


For  ONE  SEMESTER  ONLY! 

Yes,  we  have:  Staphylococcus  pyogenes,  erysipelas, 
proteus  vulgaris,  spirillum  undula,  rhizobium  radicicola, 
rigor  mortis,  and  a full  line  of  bacteria. 

One  semester  only — Bacteriology  If  and  s. 


AG  MAJORS 

Have  you  tried  Consumption  of  Farm  Products  and 
Standards  of  Living?  Two  double  lecture  periods 
weekly! 

And  don't  forget  A.E.  210s:  "Principles  and  practices 
of  taxation  in  their  relation  to  Agriculture  with  special 
references  to  the  trends  of  tax  levies,  taxation  in  relation 
to  land  utilization,  taxation  in  relation  to  ability  to  pay 
and  benefits  received;  a comparison  of:  general  prop- 
erty tax,  income  tax,  sales  tax,  gasoline  and  motor 
vehicles  license  taxes,  inheritance  tax,  and  special 
commodity  taxes  as  they  affect  agriculture." 

Learn  all  about  this  startling  new  subject! 


For  the  School  Year  1939-1940, 

Qualitative  Analysis  (Chem  2y)* 

Styled  in  the  modern  manner 
By  Dr.  Charles  E.  White. 

(‘Awarded  Goodhousekeeping  Seal  of  Approval) 

For  apple  polishers: 

The  English  Department 
offers  its  course  in 

Browning 

(Eng  116f) 


No  prerequisites!  FRESHMEN!  If  you've  had  high 
school  English,  you  will  enjoy  English  Af.  You  will 
thrill  to  its  ultra-syntax,  its  streamlined  infinitives, 
punctuation  and  spelling,  and  dangling  participles.  In 
addition  to  these  super  features,  all  in  the  same  course, 
you  will  be  elated  by  our  precis  writing  and  our 
grammatical  and  rhetorical  principles. 

We  take  anyone  who  does  not  pass  the  qualifying 
examination.  "No  credit,  but  a load  of  fun." 

(Conferences  our  specialty.  Come  in  and  split  an 
infinitive.) 


PHILOSOPHY 
For  the  Fuller  Life 
Courtesy  of  Dr.  Marti 


Messrs.  Homer  Carhart  and  Wm.  Stanton  in  an  un- 
solicited testimonial  recommend  ORGANIC  LABORA- 
TORY— for  the  whole  family. 


For  1939-1940,  the  Math  Department  will  present  its 
same  complete  assortment  of  ellipses,  hyperbolas, 
integrals,  partial  derivatives,  and  areas  under  curves,  for 
which  it  has  become  famous.  These  curves  are  exactly 
the  same  shape  and  style  as  last  year's  models,  and 
just  as  popular — with  the  instructors.  Also  a full  line 
of  used  curves. 


Dr.  Broughton  offers 

A fascinating,  educational  series  of  lectures  on  a 
timely  topic,  presented  under  the  title  of: 

Elementary  Organic  Chemistry 


YOU  can't  be  without 
SEMINARS 
by  many  people 


We  don't  know  what  you  know  about  conditioned 
reflexes — but  we  know  plenty.  We  have  seen  white 
mice  that  can  run  around  a maze  blindfolded  (with 
three-quarters  of  their  liver  removed  to  make  the  experi- 
ment more  practical)  and  locate  a piece  of  cheese  in 
less  time  than  you  can  read  "Gone  with  the  Wind." 
We  have  seen  chimpanzees  who  can  drink  beer  as 
well  as  the  rest  of  us  and  then  laugh  cynically  at  the 
efforts  of  the  investigator  to  continue  such  interesting 
research.  We  have  seen  men  so  lazy  that  they  walk 
less  than  ten  miles  a day  and  do  not  even  trouble  them- 
selves with  eating  more  than  five  meals.  We  have  seen 
the  third  left  toenail  of  a pink  guinea  pig  live  con- 
tentedly for  several  years,  separated  from  the  third  left 
toe  of  the  pink  guinea  pig  (deceased). 

We  don't  know  what  these  things  mean  to  you. 

We  are  not  sure  what  they  mean  to  us. 

If  you  think  they  are  conditioned  reflexes,  see  a good 
psychoanalyst.  Then  come  and  share  these  wonders 
with  us. 

— The  Psychology  Department. 

Doctor  Drake  sez: 

YOU  take  ORGANIC 
OR  ELSE 


Also  selected  Short  Courses. 


— c.  k. 
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Thirteen 


TERP  TOTEMS 

We're  ready  to  guess  that  ten  years  from  today  you 
won't  be  able  to  remember  a single  one  of  these, 
and  just  to  prove  that  we're  right,  we're  putting  the 
answers  on  page  twenty,  so  you  can  check  yourself. 
But  remember,  no  fair  looking  'til  1949. 


— Bill  Ingraham. 
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Do  you  remember  that  hour  of  din  before  the  attack, — 

And  the  anger,  the  blind  compassion  that  seized  and  shook  you  then 
As  you  peered  at  the  doomed  and  haggard  faces  of  your  men? 

Do  you  remember  the  stretcher-cases  lurching  back 
With  dying  eyes  and  lolling  heads,  those  ashen  gray 
Masks  of  the  lads 


10  once 


were 


Have  you  forgotten  yet? 


green  of  the  Spring  that  you'll  never  forget! 

— S.  Sassoon. 


swear 


KMr 


i 
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Fifteen 


THE  MODERN  AUTOMOBILE 
DICTIONARY  FOR  MODERNS 

Automobile:  A vehicle  used  to  find 
a parking  space;  a motorized  equip- 
age generally  found  beside  a fire 
hydrant;  a carriage  attached  to  a loud 
horn. 

Carburetor:  The  thing  that  is  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  motor  from  the 
side  where  you  look  for  it;  a con- 
traption blamed  for  everything  except 
the  grease  spots  on  the  upholstery. 

Speedometer:  A dial  which  the 
driver  watches  now  and  then  to 
determine  how  crazy  he  is;  a clock- 
like device  for  making  certain  that  the 
sign  "Speed  Limit  30  Miles"  is 
ignored. 

Clutch:  The  thing  you  throw  out 
when  you  throw  out  the  thing  you 
throw  out. 

Oil  Gauge:  Something  you  look  at 
when  the  car  comes  to  a dead  stop 
after  a series  of  loud  knocks. 

Brakes:  Bands  which  close  about 
the  wheels  usually  too  late  to  make 
much  difference;  gadgets  which  oc- 
casion the  frequent  inquiry,  "What's 
burning?" 

Transmission:  Just  another  place 
you  forget  to  lubricate. 

Chassis:  What's  left  after  the  col- 
lision; the  part  of  a car  used  to  help 
fill  in  meadow  land  marked  "Public 
Dump." 

Accelerator:  A gadget  from  which 
you  remove  your  right  foot  when  she 
says,  "I  think  I hear  a motorcycle, 
Henry." 

Battery:  A black  box  in  which  you 
forget  to  put  water;  a square  con- 
tainer which  is  under  the  seat  if  you 
look  for  it  under  the  floorboards,  and 
under  the  floorboards  if  you  look  for 
it  under  the  seat. 

Bumper:  A band  of  steel  placed  in 
front  of  the  car  in  case  you  hit  the 


other  fellow  first,  and  in  back  of  the 
car  in  case  he  hits  you  first. 

Fenders:  Smooth  surfaces  on  each 
side  of  the  car  and  used  to  record 
collisions,  close  calls,  mental  lapses, 
etc. 

Valves:  All  I know  is  that  it  costs 
about  $35  to  grind  'em. 

Cylinders:  Something  attended  to 
for  $16  extra. 

Pistons:  Make  it  $55  and  we'll  go 
over  them,  too. 

Tirejack:  Something  you  should 
throw  away  promptly  upon  buying 
the  car  before  discovering  on  an 
isolated  road  at  2 a.  m.  that  you  don't 
know  how  to  operate  it. 

— H.  J.  Phillips 


A Short  Short  History 

F. 

Registration  in  September 
Guckeyson — hogs  November 
Didn't  rate  the  prom — how  true 
Freshman  Frolic  had  to  do. 

S. 

Sophomores  now — we  know  it  all 
We  lost  the  tug-of-war  that  Fall 
Come  winter,  Nedo  knocks  them  cold 
All  records  Evans  and  Headley  hold. 

J. 

Orchids  to  our  football  men 
Beat  Georgetown,  Virginia,  almost 
Penn 

Pitzer  and  Johnson  led  the  clamor 
Dancing  in  the  Morgan  manner. 

S. 

Football  season — pretty  bad 
Deferred  rushing— freshmen  sad 
Larry  Clinton's  band  was  ace 
Now  finals  stare  us  in  the  face. 

— M.  M. 
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7 he  U/alt  u5  and  the  7? evil 

(With  apologies  to  the  Walrus  of  Lewis  Caroll.) 


Daydodger  Graduation:  1939 


Dumb  Dora:  Quit  calling  me  Dora 
and  call  me  something  more  intimate. 

Dumber  Donald:  How  about 
Stinky? 


No  one  is  entirely  useless.  Even 
the  worst  of  us  can  serve  as  horrible 
examples. 


Here  lie  the  bones  of  Pete  McBley, 
With  all  his  double  chins, 

Who  got  plugged  in  a gun  affray 
Right  where  the  vest  begins. 


Jim:  I'm  so  nervous  I'm  beside 
myself. 

Joe:  I can't  say  1 care  for  either  of 
you. 


The  Walrus  danced  a sprightly  dance 
Besides  the  worried  sea, 

And  counted  spots  upon  the  sun 
As  he  rollicked  in  his  glee, 

Which  after  all  was  rather  odd, 

Since  there  was  no  sun  to  see. 

''O  Devil,  come  and  dance  with  me," 

The  swollen  fish  implored, 

"For  I've  danced  alone  the  whole  night  long, 
And  I'm  getting  rather  bored." 

But  the  Walrus  trod  on  the  Devil's  toe, 

Which  he  could  ill  afford. 

"Come  walk  along  the  beach  with  me,” 

Said  the  Devil,  quite  polite, 

So  hand  in  hand  they  walked  the  sand; 

It  was  an  awesome  sight, 

For  the  Walrus  had  no  feet  or  hands, 

And  he  was  somewhat  tight. 

"Come,  take  a bath,  my  jolly  friend," 

The  grinning  Devil  said, 

And  pushed  the  Walrus  in  the  sea 
Like  several  tons  of  lead. 

And  the  Devil  laughed,  which  was  quite  odd 
Because  he  had  no  head. 

"The  time  has  come,"  the  Walrus  said, 

"To  talk  of  many  things: 

Of  wheels — and  spokes — and  artichokes — 
And  cows — and  benzene  rings — 

And  why  the  fishes  all  are  gone, 

And  why  the  water  stings." 

The  Walrus  watched  himself  aghast, 

And  bellowed  a minor  key, 

And  stamped  his  feet  and  lashed  his  tail 
And  churned  the  frightened  sea. 

For  he  plainly  saw  his  vertebrae 
Where  his  stomach  ought  to  be. 

"No  more  you'll  dance,"  the  Devil  said, 

"From  six  to  half  past  four, 

"Or  ever  swim  another  stroke." 

The  Walrus  spoke  no  more. 

Which  wasn't  odd,  because  the  sea 
Was  H:<SO-i. 

— Ksanda. 
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PRINCE  ALBERTS 
, NO-RISK  OFFER 

SAYS-.'AAELLOWEST/ 

TASTIEST/  ANR 

M AN,  I SOON  SAID 
THE  SAME- 

AND  how. 


YOU  CANT  LOSE 

on  Prince  Albert’s  fair-and-square 
guarantee  (lower  left).  Either  P.  A.’s 
choice  tobaccos  put  you  next  to 
princely  smoking  or  back  comes 
every  cent  you  paid  — and  no  quib- 
bling! Prince  Albert’s  special 
“crimp  cut”  tamps  down  easy  and 
burns  slower  for  longer  sessions  of 
rich,  tasty  smoking.  Mild?  You  said 
it ! P.  A.  smokes  cool,  so  mellow  be- 
cause it’s  “no-bite”  treated.  There’s 
no  other  tobacco  like  Prince  Albert, 
men,  so  snap  up  that  offer  today. 


STEP  RIGHT  UP.  HERE'S 
THE  GOOD  WORD  ON  P.  A. 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince 
Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked, 
return  the  pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of 
the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  within 
a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  re- 
fund full  purchase  price,  plus  postage. 
( Signed ) R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co., 
Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina 


pipefuls  of  fragrant  to- 
bacco in  every  handy 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 

Copyright,  1939.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co 


Radio  Salesman:  Madam,  you  pay 
a small  down  payment  and  then  you 
pay  no  more  for  three  months. 

Mrs.  Snapper:  I'll  bet  that  snoopy 
Mrs.  Quizz  told  you  all  about  us. 


Two  women  had  just  come  out  of  a 
local  theatre  after  seeing  "Robin 
Hood." 

liked  it,"  said  one,  "except  that 
they  didn't  show  the  part  where  he 
shoots  the  apple  off  his  son's  head." 

"That  wasn't  'Robin  Hood',"  cor- 
rected her  companion.  "That  was 
'Arrowsmith'!" 


Capt.  (to  private):  Why  are  you  al- 
ways behind  the  rest  of  the  marching 
soldiers?  Are  you  yellow? 

Soldier:  No,  sir,  but  someone  has 
to  stay  behind  to  pick  up  the  brave 
heroes. 


There  should  be  no  monotony 
In  studying  your  botany. 

It  helps  to  train 
And  spur  your  brain — - 
Unless  you  haven't  gotany. 


Edgar:  That's  a fine  suit  you're 

wearing.  What's  your  tailor's  ad- 
dress? 

Charlie:  124  West  street. 

Edgar:  Why,  that's  where  you  live! 

Charlie:  Yes,  he's  living  on  my 
doorstep. 


Scot:  Are  you  a good  caddie? 
Caddie:  Yes,  sir. 

Scot:  A real  good  caddie? 
Caddie:  Yes,  sir. 

Scot:  Are  you  good  at  finding  lost 
balls? 

Caddie:  That's  my  forte,  sir. 

Scot:  Well,  then,  go  and  find  one 
so  we  can  begin  the  game. 


Judge:  So  you  beat  your  wife, 

kicked  her,  hit  her  with  a chain,  and 
threw  her  down  the  stairs.  What 
would  you  say  if  I sentenced  you  to  a 
year  in  jail? 

Man:  Well — if  you  want  to  break 
up  a honeymoon. 

Judge:  I'll  give  you  a suspended 
sentence,  but  next  time  I'll  fine  you. 


"Do  you  sell  dog  biscuits  in  this 
rotten  little  shop?"' 

"Yes,  sir.  Will  you  eat  them  here, 
or  shall  I send  them  around  to  your 
kennel?" 


Employer  (to  new  bookkeeper): 
Why,  you've  entered  all  your  debit 
items  on  the  credit  side  of  the  ledger! 
What  does  this  mean? 

Bookkeeper:  I always  do  it  that 
way.  I'm  left-handed. 
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LOOK  OUT! 
SHE’S  THE 
"WILD  WOMAN" 


ONE  WHIFF  of  that  workman’s 
smelly  briar,  and  Borneo  Bess 
went  on  a rampage!  Hey,  you— 
clean  your  pipe  and  smoke  a 
mild  tobacco  that  smells  good! 


AFTER  THEY  quieted  Bess,  they 
made  it  a permanent  peace  by 
refilling  the  offending  briar  with 
a sweet-tastin’,  grand-smellin’ 
burley  blend:  Sir  Walter  Raleigh! 


IT  SMOKES  AS  SWEET  AS  IT  SMELLS 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a recent 
survey  by  Self-Help  Bureaus  of  25representati  ve 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 


Joe:  What  do  you  think  of  electro- 
cution? 

Jack:  Hanging  was  all  right  for 
my  ancestors,  and  it  is  good  enough 
for  me. 


Jim:  I just  burned  a thousand  dol- 
lar bill. 

Joe:  Gee!  You  must  be  a million- 
aire. 

Jim:  Well,  it's  easier  to  burn  them 
than  to  pay  'em. 


He  (exclaiming):  Well,  did  you 

over? 

She:  Yes,  once  or  twice. 
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"Do  you  smoke?" 

"Why,  yes." 

"Have  you  an  extra  cigarette  on 
you?"  t 


n 

Did  you  hear  the  story  of  what  the 
Southern  eskimo  said  to  the  Northern 
eskimo? 

North.  Esk.:  Glub,  Glub,  Glub. 

So.  Esk.:  Glub,  Glub,  Glub,  you 
all. 


Splendid  bargain  — Slightly  used 
tombstone  for  sale.  Swell  bargain 
for  family  named  Duffy. 


new  RADIO  PROGRAM:  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  “Dog 
House,”  10:50  EDST  Tues.  nights,  NBC  Red  Network. 
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Nineteen 


Office  Manager:  Before  we  can 
engage  you,  you  will  have  to  take 
an  intelligence  test. 

Girl  Applicant:  Intelligence  test? 
Why,  the  ad  said  you  wanted  a 
stenographer. 


Plea— 1939 

Although  this  strapless  gown  is  new, 
I ask  no  heavy  boon  of  you  . . . 

I ask  of  you  no  flowers  to  wear 
At  my  waist — or  in  my  hair  . . . 
And  though  'twill  touch  the  pave- 
ment slab 

I ask  of  you  no  taxicab  . . . 

One  thing  I ask  . . . it's  not  appalling, 
Just  tell  me  if  you  see  it  FALLING! 


A modern  young  flapper  was  Min, 
She  tried  every  scheme  to  get  thin, 
In  her  attempt  to  reduce, 

She  sipped  orange  juice, 

'Til  she  slipped  through  the  straw 
And  fell  in. 


"Hello,  thoid  precinct?  I wanna  report  a robbery." 


You  don't  have  to  pull 
"The  Old  Line" 


o o o 


WOODSTOCK 


TYPEWRITERS 


o o o 

We  rent,  repair  and  sell  'em 
at  special  rates  to  U.  of  M. 
faculty  and  students. 

o o o 

WOODSTOCK  TYPEWRITER  CO. 

In  Washington— 1000  Connecticut  flve. 
In  Baltimore — 301  W.  Fayette  St. 


Twenty 
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At  breath  that’s  tainted  with  cheroots, 

Fair  maidens  oft  turn  up  their  snoots. 

Make  sure  your  breath  does  not  offend — 

Try  Wint-O-Green  Life  Savers,  friend. 
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MORAL: 


Everybody’s  breath  offends  now 
and  then.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet- 
en and  freshen  vour  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  and  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  submitted 
is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

The  Winner: 

BETTY  BARKER 
The  Gag: 

"A  smart  man  is  one  who  hasn't  let  a woman 
pin  anything  on  him  since  he  was  a baby." 


Dear  Sir:  I am  engaged  to  an  A.  O. 
Pi.  A fraternity  brother  of  mine  has 
informed  me  that  you  were  seen  kiss- 
ing her.  Kindly  call  at  my  house  at 
1 1 o'clock  tomorrow  night  and  make 
an  explanation. — Herbert  Harms. 

Dear  Herbert:  I have  received  a 
copy  of  your  circular  letter  and  will 
be  present  at  the  meeting. 


DANGEROUS  DAN  M'CROBE 

A bunch  of  germs  were  hitting  it  up 
In  the  bronchial  saloon; 

Two  bugs  on  the  edge  of  the  larynx 
Were  jazzing  a rag-time  tune. 

Back  in  the  teeth,  in  a solo  game, 

Sat  dangerous  Ack-Kerchoo; 

And  watching  his  pulse  was  his  light 
of  love — 

That  lady  that's  known  as  Flu. 


ANSWERS  TO  PICTURE  PAGE  13 

1.  A & S steps.  Him,  her,  and  sun- 
light. 

2.  Anne  Arundel  exit,  entrance; 
which  way  ya  goin'? 

3.  Ag.  porch  as  the  Devil  sees  it. 

4.  A & S lamp,  erected  for  obvious 
reasons. 

5.  Bookstore  bar. 


II  OT  SUOVVES 

WORLD  FAMOUS  “DRIVE-IN”  RESTAURANTS 


Marylanders! 

For  that  “Ace”  cleaning  and  pressing 
job  on  your  Spring  Formal  attire  and 
for  expert  service  on  all  your  clothes 
— see  “Gene”  at 

Topper  Cleaners 

COLLEGE  PARK 

Berwyn  242  Greenwood  1845 
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EVOLUTION 

The  boy  who  could  never  stay  quiet 
became  a floor  walker. 

The  boy  who  used  to  speak  as  if 
he  had  marbles  in  his  mouth  became 
a radio  announcer. 

The  boy  who  used  to  get  left  back 
every  term  is  now  in  Hollywood  pro- 
ducing pictures. 

The  boy  who  always  played  with 
alphabet  blocks  is  now  on  the  WPA. 

The  boy  who  refused  to  go  to 
school  is  now  a congressman. 

But  the  boy  who  was  always 
grumbling,  who  was  never  contented 
with  anything — he  grew  up  and  be- 
came a critic. 


ODE  TO  THE  GREEKS 

Alpha,  Beta,  Gamma,  Delta. 

How  they  make  their  pledges 
swelter. 

Epsilon,  Zeta,  Eta,  Theta. 

If  not  now,  they'll  get  you  later. 
Iota,  Kappa,  Lambda,  Mu, 

Waiting  for  suckers  just  like  you. 
Nu  Xi,  Omicron,  Pi, 

Their  pledges  have  to  do  or  die. 
Rho,  Sigma,  Tau,  Upsilon, 

They  never  stop  'till  you've  a frat 
pin  on. 

Phi,  Chi,  Psi,  Omega, 

Flourish,  'cause  suckers  come  betta 
and  beega. 

So  watch  yourself,  as  you  walkabout, 
Or  the  frats  will  get  you  if  you 
don't  watch  out. 


"And  now,  I want  a flashlight  so  I can 
see  my  way  around!" 

WHY  I DON'T  GO  TO  THE  MOVIES 


She:  Will  you  love  me  when  I am 
old  and  feeble? 

He:  I do. 


He:  I need  a toupee,  but  I have  no 
money. 

Friend:  Charge  it  to  overhead. 


(A  Prevue  of  Excerpts  from  College 

Scenarios  to  be  released  (again) 
next  fall.) 

"Listen,  Frosh,  sing  the  class  song 
backwards  'till  we  tell  you  to  stop. 
Then  assume  the  angle.  That'll  teach 
you  freshmen  to  cut  in  on  upper- 
classmen." 

"Of  course  I will  always  wear  your 
pin,  John." 

"Listen,  Howard,  we've  found  out 
that  your  father  owns  that  delicates- 
sen back  in  Beaver  Falls.  If  you  don't 
want  the  rest  of  the  college  to  know 
just  what  you  are,  you'd  better  throw 
that  game  tomorrow." 

"I've  just  got  to  play.  Her  father  is 
the  coach." 

"As  long  as  I have  been  coach  at 
Podunk  U.  I have  never  seen  such  a 
gang  of  yellow-livered  skunks!  As 
for  you,  Maddy  Warren,  I'm  taking 
you  out  at  this  half.  Pete,  go  in  there 
and  call  the  signals  this  half.  I'll 
have  no  quitters  on  my  team." 

"Please,  Coach,  let  me  get  in  there. 
I swear  I'll  make  good!” 

"All  right,  I accept  your  terms,  dam 
you!  Now  get  out  of  my  room,  you 
dirty  gamblers." 

"All  right,  boys,  there's  one  minute 
left  and  we're  only  six  points  behind. 
Let's  call  this  play  for  good  old  Bob, 
back  there  in  the  hospital  listening  in! " 
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Man  (in  restaurant  to  waiter):  I 

like  weak  coffee,  but  this  is  helpless. 


Look  at  me — I can't1  write  and  I 
was  convicted  of  forgery — did  I have 
a lousy  lawyer. 


I once  met  a man  who  owned  a 
baby  tiger  that  he  said  would  eat 
off  your  hand — and  he  did. 


Actress  Celebrating  Silver  Anni- 
versary.— News  Item. 

Married  twenty-fifth  time,  eh? 


New  traffic  rules:  If  you're  hit  on 
the  white  side  of  the  line,  it  doesn't 
count. 


"He  says  one  cent  a day  will  fix  things  so  you  can  take  life  easy  from  now  on." 


He:  What  would  you  do  if  I kissed  you  on  your 
forehead? 

She:  I'd  call  you  down. 


A politician  needs  two  hats — one  to  take  pictures  in 
and  the  other  to  talk  through. 


He:  He's  just  after  your  money. 
She:  Well  so  are  you. 

He:  Yes,  but  I saw  you  first. 


He:  How  did  you  get  such  a low  number? 
Prisoner:  I knew  somebody. 


Joe:  Why  do  you  need  a valet? 

Jim:  I'm  a little  too  old  for  Mother  to  dress. 
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(Continued  from  page  10) 

sky,  and  air  screamed.  Money,  money. 

The  din  rocked  Harry  on  his  heels,  and  fearing  to 
run,  he  cupped  his  hands  over  his  ears  and  closed  his 
eyes.  Gradually  the  noise  diminished,  and  soon  the 
figure,  quite  soundless,  seized  the  paddle,  but  to  not 
much  avail,  for  the  boat  was  losing  out  more  and  more 
rapidly  to  the  whirlpool. 

Round  and  round  the  boat  circled,  neither  climbing 
nor  sinking. 

The  figure  turned  blood-red,  its  lips  trembled,  it 
paddled  shakily.  Something  incomprehensible  even 
to  it  was  happening.  Without  warning,  a rifle  was 
hurled  into  its  feeble  hands,  bleeding  raw,  and  the 
whirlpool  yanked  the  boat  around  faster  and  faster. 
Then  the  horrible  crimson  figure,  the  gore  shining 
through  the  translucent  skin,  split  into  two,  a score, 
thousands,  millions  of  meaningless  blood  spots,  pour- 
ing into  the  water,  suffusing  it  to  a scummy  red. 

Standing  up,  the  reassembled  creature  shook  tremul- 
ously. It  raised  its  rifle,  dropped  it  with  a scream,  and 
crumpled  in  a pile  of  red  on  the  boat's  floor.  The  little 
whirlpool,  groaning  loud,  spun  the  spindly  craft  around, 
and  with  a mighty  gulp  spiraled  it  down  into  the  depths 
of  the  pool. 

Harry  could  not  understand  it  all;  he  was  free,  people 
were  free.  Life  not  death  was  before  him.  But  he  saw 
the  water  was  still  a smooth  red — in  the  dying  sun. 
Like  a curved  arrow,  he  hit  the  water,  shattering  the 
surface  into  wet,  glassy  particles. 

He  climbed  onto  a rock,  grabbed  his  clothes  in  drip- 
ping arms.  That  was  that.  Boy,  it  was  swell  to  be  out 
of  college,  liberated,  with  the  making  of  your  own  life 
in  your  own  hands.  Whistling,  he  walked  away  from 
the  pool,  but  hurriedly,  and  he  did  not  glance  back. 


Get  your  Spring  Perma- 
nent individually  styled  to 
match  your  personality,  at 
the  . 

University  Beauty  Salon 

Opposite  Main  Gate — Drive  in  at  the  Park  and  Shop  Lot 

Where  You  Get  the  Most  for  Your  Money 
Phone:  Berwyn  670  Open  9 to  9 


Woodward  & Lothrop 

10th,  11th,  F and  G STREETS  WASHINGTON,  I).  C. 


Enjoy  Your  Vacation 
“Set  to  Music ” 

All-purpose 
Radio 

A new  radio  perfection  that  lends 
itself  to  the  surroundings — plays  on 
self-contained  batteries  or  DC-AC 
(to  save  your  batteries).  Light, 
easy-to-carry,  compact,  adding 
hours  of  unusual  pleasure  to  your 
June  house  parties,  beach  trips,  and 
all  through  your  Summer  larks. 

RADIO  GALLERIES,  FOURTH  FLOOR 


A Thought 

A tear  trickled  down,  streaking  my  nose  as  it  crookedly 
made  its  way  down  to  my  mouth. 

It  was  a salty  tear,  as  tears  always  are. 

He  asked  me  whether  I was  crying. 

I said  no,  I'm  not  crying,  the  smoke  gets  in  my  eyes 
and  makes  them  water. 

I felt  silly  there  in  the  small  restaurant  at  the  table  which 
was  covered  with  a red  and  white  gingham  table- 
cloth. 

I brushed  my  hand  over  my  face  and  softly  sighed. 

I knew  why  a tear  trickled  down  my  face  streaking  my 
powdered  nose  as  it  went. 

Why?  you  ask. 

Because  I saw  an  old  man  selling  newspapers. 

He  asked  us  to  buy  one  and  we  didn't. 

He  passed  on  saying,  newspapers! 

- — Dorothea  Wailes. 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  710  l3X.it. 
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WHILE  IN  COLLEGE  PARK 


VISIT 


Little  Tavern  Shop 


FAMOUS  FOR  5c  HAMBURGERS 


Cold  Drinks  Pastry 

Also  locations  in 
Washington,  Baltimore, 

Laurel,  and  vicinity 


we  are  NOW  FEATURING 

the  famous 

EVINRUDE-ELTO  OUTBOARD  MOTORS 

EVINRUDE  "MATE"  $34.50 
ELTO  "CUB"  - - $29.50 

(World's  lightest  motor) 

For  the  best  bargains  in  boating  and  other 
sporting  equipment,  visit  the: 

HYATTSVILLE  HARDWARE  CO. 

HYATTSVILLE,  MD. 


(Continued  from  page  2) 

It  was  then  Joe  realized  that  he  had  been  missing 
something  for  the  past  few  months. 

Joe  looked  at  his  watch — he  could  just  about  make 
it  to  New  York  in  time  to  catch  Millie.  So  Joe  went  to 
the  garage  and  got  in  the  new  Buick  and  started. 

He  made  good  time.  At  New  Brunswick  he  had  a 
little  better  than  an  hour.  So  Joe,  naturally  nervous, 
slowed  down.  Just  outside  of  New  Brunswick  he  felt 
the  rear  tire  give  way.  The  car  swerved  but  Joe 
managed  to  right  it.  He  stopped  and  simultaneously 
looked  at  the  tire  and  thought  that  now  he  couldn't 


make  it  in  time  to  catch  the  boat.  Down  the  road  he 
saw  a filling  station,  so  he  drove  down  to  get  the 
attendant  to  change  the  tire. 

The  attendant  was  quite  talkative  and  bothered  Joe 
right  much  and  Joe  didn't  want  to  be  bothered.  He  just 
sat  over  on  the  wall  that  was  beside  the  station  and 
thought. 

Finally,  the  attendant  got  the  tire  off  and  brought  it 
over  for  Joe  to  see.  The  attendant's  first  words  were: 
"Say  look,  buddy,  they're  even  making  thumb  tacks 
out  of  that  damn  new  unbendable  stuff."  For  sure 
enough  stamped  on  the  top  of  the  tack  was  written: 

"Joe  Green  Metal  Co.,  Inc." 


&or  CHOICE  MEATS  see 

ifouY  old  tfriends 


CARR  BROS.  & BOSWELL 

2 Stores 

HYATTSVILLE,  MD.  and  RIVERDALE,  MD. 


Copyright  1959,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


r more  sm 


. . . the  catch  of  the  season 
loking  ph 


easure 


In  every  part  of  the  country 
smokers  are  turning  to  Chesterfields 
for  what  they  really  want  in  a ciga- 
rette . . . refreshing  mildness.. . better  taste 
. . . and  a more  pleasing  aroma. 
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